c 
F 

oy 
S- 
1 A 

: 

7 

1 

: 


. 

7 

25 4 
; 
#2 
15 
7 


rr SELECT 

ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS, 
B Y 

The RicuT HonouRABLE 


The Earl of HA N. 


To which is added, 
The Duke of ARGYLE's LEVEE: 


Written by ue lace Lord BinniNnG, and 
ſpoken b;; Colonel CHARTRES. 


LONDON: 
Printed for 3. H. BRL in Pater - noſter - row. 
Moc xx IX. 


—— O_o — — - 


UNIVERSITY 
LIBRARY | 
| CAMBRIDGE 


"a2... $16 


Ep1sTLz to the Earl of H, 
As from his Parſon. 


* you indulge in gay delight, 
And ly Wen harlots ev'ry night, 
Without reflecting on the harms | 
Oft got in mercenary arms, 

I for your danger penſive fit, 

And pray to heav'n to ſend you wit. 
Are you, who ſit in higheſt place 

Of all my church, ſo void of grace, 
That you the fleeting hours employ 

In vile ſophiſticated joy ? ? 

For I can gueſs what kind of dames 
They are who cool your youthful flames. 

A batter'd ſtrum, who, fince her prime, 
Has liv'd in one continu'd crime, | 
And from each ſtallion ta'en a thruſt, 
Till the has &en ſurviv'd her luſt ; 

And now, for want, the thriftleſs jade 

Still follows on the wretched trade; 

And, tho' no kind of joy ſhe feel, 

Muſt till be turning up her keel, 

And doth with wheedling tricks betray 

Unthinking mortals ev'ry day. 

| Perhaps you'll fay you're on your guard, 

And, fearing to be thus enſnar d, 

Upon the common never firny, . 

Put kiſs the houſe-maid where you ſtay, 

Vor. I, 5 Wh® 
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Who, at your call, is ever ready, 
And doth the feat like any lady. 

No doubt on't, as your footmen know, 
On whom ſhe freely doch beſtow - 
Thoſc favours you are forc'd to buy: 

hat! rival your own footman ! fye | 

Beſides, confider, ſhould you hap 
To miſs a pox or ſwinging clap, 

Yet, if a baſtard ſhall appear, 
The brat may coſt you ſull as dear. 

Since ſuch diſeaſes wrong the health 
And baſtards do conſume your wealth, 
To fornication bid adiev, | 
And leave the rotten painted crew; 
Find out ſome virgin fair and young, 
From honeſt, wealthy parents ſyrung, 
With real love addreſs the maid, 

And be not of ſucce's afraid | 
| She cannot ſure refit thoſe charms 
That every female ſoul diſarms ; 

Her joyful parents ſhall conſeat, 

And ev'ry day your wealth augment ; 
Then you may paſs your happy nights 
In chaſte and conjugai delights, 
Your days be Ipent in joy and peace. 
That this may ever be your lee 


6 1 
Second Er IST LE to the Earl of H*#*###*##x, 


BY oe st. ANDREW, and the Thiſtle, 
I was o'erjoy'd with your epiſtle: 
It ſhews your wiſdom and your ſenſe, 
That did not raſhly take offence 
At what was written by your friend, 
Who only did your mirth intend, 
I own it gives me grief to ſee 
Young men from grace and virtue free, 
Who bring (not thinking what they're doing) 
Soul, body, and eſtate to ruin, 
By loving women, wine, and game, 
More than their- honour, wealth, and fame, 
Perhaps you'll think, by what Ive ſaid, 
I'm old, and ev'ry way decay'd, ; 
And, being paſt the taſte of joy, 
Againſt it all my wit employ. 
That I am old muſt be confeſs'd, 
And that I am long paſt my beſt: 
But, tho' I've bid adieu to vice, 
And neither value whores nor dice, 
D:ſpiſe god Bacchus and the vine, 
And water drink inſtead of wine, 
Vet when I was as young as you, 
Thea I bebay'd as others do, 
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OW, 


And own 1 aid too much incline 


To gaming, women, and to wine; 


But, by th' experience I have had, 


| I know that all the three are bad. 


However men the ſex deſpiſe, 
Women are virtuous, fair and wiſe, | 
Adorn'd by heav'n with ev'ry grace, 
And ſeem of the angelic race: 

That man is more than mortal bleſs*d, 
Who is of ſuch a one poſſeſs'd. 

But yet we may too often find 

A woman of a different kind, 

Who, tho' by nature form'd to charm, 
And that her eyes each heart alarm, 
Yet, ſpite of youth, nay, wit and ſenſe, 
If ſhe hath loſt her innocence, 

And that her ſoul to luſt is giv'n, 

Not all the beauties under heav'n, 
Tho' they were in one harlot join'd, 
Could Cc'er diſturb my ſteady mind. 

Yet I muſt own it for a truth, 

The beſt of men, in heat cf youth, 
When wanton blood boils in their veins, 
Luft then without a rival reigns ; 

And they behave like thoughtleſs brutes, 


Lying with common proftitutes, 


Who have nor heat nor warm defire, 
But lay their legs abroad for hire ; 


1 
Nay, ev'n deluded by their charms, 
May hug them in their eager arms, 

And think it was their want that made 
Such angels ply the wretched trade; 
And if they ſhould thoſe wants remove, 
They would not fin except for love. 

On this they give them gold and notes, 
Lac'd heads, filk gowns, and petticoats ; 
From top to toe equip them new, 

And fondly hope they may prove true : 
But he's a fool who hopes to find 

A harlot either true or kind 3 

Since it is certain that no wench, 
(Altho' the has no luſt te quench) 
Doth her ſtout brace of ſtallions want, 
To whom ſhe doth her favours grant. 

Judge then what riſk a man doth run, 
Of being all at once undone z 
For, if the noſe forſake his face, - 
Heav'n knows it may be each man's caſe } 
All hopes of joy he muſt give o'er, 

And in the world appear no more : 

What man of ſenfe would purchaſe vice, 
Tho' ne'er ſo ſweet, at ſuch a price? 
Heav'n guard my friends from ſuch as thoſe 
Who drain the purſe, and flat the noſe, 


Yet 
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Yet, ſpite of all that I can ſay, 
We muft great Nature's laws obey: 
Woman, the greateſt joy that heav'n 


To mortals here below has giv'n, 
The youthful heart will ſtill inſpire 


With lawleſs love and hot deſire. 
Alas ! where can we pleaſure find, -. 
Except in beauteous womankind ? 

Tho' ſome of them are ſlaves to vice, 
And only fin thro' avarice, 
Yet there are ſome who are not ſo, -. 
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But freely love for love beſtow. 


With ſuch your happy hours employ, 

And take, while young, your fill of joy; 
For age muſt come, indeed it muſt, | 
Then farewell love, and farewell luſt; 
You'll then no more the ſex purſue, 

Believe me, friend, I tell you true: 

Or if, by fond conceit, you're led 

To take a female to your bed, 

Your recreant limbs will fail you quite, 
And you'll fall ſhort of the delight ; 


The flut will view you with contempt, 


And fcorn you for your vain attempt : 
Each thing in ſeaſon ſtill is Leſt; 


For young men loye—for old men reſt, 


Thus 


hus 


I * 
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Thus much for women: now, I pray, 


You'll hear with patience what I ſay 
Gainſt wine, I mean againſt exceſs, 


That mode word for erunkenggſß. ; | . 


That mea ſhould pride — tha * 


Can drink another's ſenſe a 
While they are e by bo, 

I own has often made me laugh, 
When tis well kgown 2 hogſhead I 
Hold twice as much 25-425 man! 


If any man would tb... 


How he appears-wheg. dgawa'g th: grid 


I'm ſure he would with caution uſe 

The vile intoxicating juice. 

Who would his reaſon quit or ſenſe, 

Put of the man, and brute commence, 

When by it he can nothing gain 

But ſure remorſe, and certain pain? 
What muſt he in a morning think, . 

Who ftab'd a watchman in his drink ? 

Or he who's chance it was to meet 

Wich ſome lewd ſcourer in the ſtreet, 

And, in a drunken ſrolic, led 

A mangey ſtrumpet to his bed? 


Since theſe are riſks that drunkards run, 


A!l wiſe men ſhould the bottle ſhun. 


vil 1 


For gaming, fince it is a vice 
Proceeds alone from avarice, 
I hope I need but little ſay 
To make you loathe the thoughts of play 3. 
For ſharping rogues are ſure to ſhare | 
His wealth who games upon the ſquare 
And, when he's loſt his whole eſtate, 
He'll find his folly when too late. 
* But why ſhould I take up your time 
With muſty morals clad in rhyme, 
When you have ſenſe enough to ſee 
The harm there is in all the three? 
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PALE 1. 
TRE Faichr. 


Hax there are true and faithful lovers, 
Experience every day diſcovers : 

Yet I'm afraid that very few 

Of either ſex can ſo ſubdue 

Their natures, or their inclinations, 

As to reſiſt ſome ſtrong temptations ; 
Varlety gives freſh delight, 

And quickens up the appetite. 

Vox. I. — 1 


3] 

Is love of change alone the cauſe 
That makes us break love's ſacred laws? 
No : it often comes from a diſtruſt, 
When we think females are unjuſt. 

If we behold a lovely maid, 

Who is reſolv'd to be betray'd, 

A lover ſays, I ſhould accuſe 

Myſelf of folly to. refuſe 

A maid ſo fair, fo full of charms, 
Whom fortune throws into my arms ; 
Tam not ſure that ſhe I Jove 

So conſtant to her vows would prove, 
But ſhe'd forget all ſhe had ſwore, 

And do the like, perhaps, and more. 
Thus he, diſtruſtful of the maid, 

To thouſand follies is betray'd ; 

And, quite neglecting all her charms, 
Will take a ſtranger to his arms, 


The ſtrongeſt oaths but weakly bind, 
And, us'din love, are moſtly wind ; 
By fad experience I am taught, 
That ſolemn vows are good for naught : 

t Twice 


bs 


Twice I have felt love's cruel dart, 
Twice he has pierc'd my honeſt heart. | 
The firſt lov'd woman, many a time, 
Said that it was the blackeſt crime 

In females to forget their vow, 

Or the leaſt change in love allow, 

Yet ſhe, forgetting what ſhe ſaid, 

Run from me at the maſquerade. 


The ſecond ſwore more oaths than ſhe, 
That ſhe would ever conſtant be ; 
But, when I dream'd of being bleſt, 
She went off with an alchymiſt. 


If lovers and their fair ones wou'd 
Continue true, continue good, 
Let them of abſence have a care, 
For abſence oft doth love impair. 


Yet there is danger ev'n in this, 


Some people ſurfeit upon bliſs ; 
Abſence doth then augment deſire 


And adds new fuel to their fire. 
_ Me- 


2x4 } 
Methinks I hear a lover ſay, 
Vou ve ſhewn the danger in our way, 
It would be kind if you would ſhew 
How we may till continue true. 


But here I find my wiſdom fail, 
And rather chuſe to tell a tale. 


A lady liv'd, not long ago, 
At Paris, where ſhe made a ſhow 
Wich coact +4, liv'ries, and what not, 
The lady's name I have forgot; 
She ſtill appear d in pomp and ſtate, 


Good cheer ſhe made, and eat in plate. 


With her fair ISA BBL L A ſtay'd, 


Was half her friend, and half her maid; 


Beauty ſhe had to that degree, 

That there were few ſo fair as ſhe ; 
Here charming looks till rais'd deſire 
In all, but LinDas ſet on fire, 
Who with ſuch zeal the fair purſu'd, 
That all her pride was ſoon ſubdu d; 


And 
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And they, at laſt, ſo well agree, 
That ſhe deliver'd him the key; 
By which, and his ſtrong paſſion led, "= 


He came to IsABELLA's bed. 


The loving pair did there renew 
Their vows, and promis'd to be true: 
But, as they were in ſearch of joys, 

They heard a dreadful kind of noiſe ; 
Thunder and lightning flew about, | 
Like what Jove ſeat among the rout. 
Of earth- born ſons, who, on a time, 
To high Olympus meant to climb, 


Tho' BELL was otherways employ d, 
The thunder all her bliſs deſtroy d; 
Her ſpirits fail'd, ſhe trembling ſaid, 
Alas, dear LIN DAR! I'm afraid 
The Gods are angry at our love, 
Which makes them thunder from above: 
Alas ! my dear ! how fhall we fave 
Ourſelves ? This bed will be our grave. 


Whi- - 
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Whither ? ah ! whither ſhall we fly ? 
PI to the cellar go, and try, 


bs by my pray'rs, I can appeaſe 


The Gods, and make the thunder ceaſe. 


The lover beg'd the fair to ſtay, 
But all in vain, ſhe would away : 
He would have gone with her, but ſhe 
By no means would to that agree; 
But folding him within her arms, 

You have, ſaid ſhe, ſo many charms, 
That, if you went with me below, 

I love fo well, I do not know 

But I might do that deed once more, 
For which the Gods in anger roar; 

1 beg, dear LIN DAR ! you may ſtay, 


Wuile J go down alone and pray. 


Next door my lady's daughter ſtaid, 
Who, tho? fifteen, was ſtill a maid ; 
The faireſt creature e er was ſeen, - 

For eyes, EY 


Who | 


7 8 
Who ſtill was ſweet, and always mild, 
And innocent as any child ; 
Who, frighten'd by the thunder, roſe, 
And, without putting on her clothes, 
Juſt by her childiſh terror led, 
Came ſtraight to ISABELLA's bed. 


LinDaR, ads dream'd on nothing leſs,. 
Was much furpris'd, as one may guels, | 
And to the other ſide did creep, 


Feigning to be in deepeſt ſleep. . 


LySETTA (fo the girl was nam'd) 
The drowſy IsaBELLA blam'd, 
Saying, Why do you turn away ? 
Within my bed I durſt not ſtay. 
O turn! and take me in your arms, 
Protect me from theſe dire alarms. 


Young LIM DAR, mov'd with her diſtreſs, 
Did in his arms the fair one preſs ;- 
But, as the dreadful noiſe increas'd, 
The child clung cloſer to his breaſt, 
| That: 
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That love cou'd ſcarce have taught ber better: | 
Judge if it was an eafy matter 
For him to counterfeit a maid, 
When ſhe was on his boſom laid. 


But ſoon LYSETTA frighted grew, 
And from his twining arms withdrew : 
Good God! the harmleſs child cry'd out, 
And t embled all from head to foot, 
Are you a monſter ? Tell me, pray, 
For, as I was the other day 
Upon the river with my mother, 

I aw quite naked ſuch another; 

I thought it had a woman been, 

And fair as any I had ſeen ; 

Something about its ſhape was new, 
But, as the creature nearer drew, 
Mamma cry'd out, with great ſurpriſe, 
LYSETTA4, turn away your eyes! 

It is a monſter. Now, dear BELL, 
Are you a monſter ? prithee tell. 


LiNDAR 


1 


LI DAR on this his ſilence broke, 


And with a feigned accent ſpoke ; 


No ; *tis occaſion'd by the fright 

That I have been in all this night : | 
Have you not heard your nurſe declare, 
That fear has turn'd a man a hare ? 
Nay ſome, thro? very fear and dread, 
Had horns that grew upon their head. 


LYSETTA, who but little knew, 
Believed the idle fable true; 
And, being curious, laid her hand 
On what ſhe did not underſtand. 
But, as the thunder louder grew, - f 
She nearer ſtill, and nearer drew, | | 
At laſt her leg ſhe o'er him threw ; 
The opportunity he watch'd, 
And thus the lucky minute catch'd. 


But pray, what are you doing BELL 7 
She faid ; but yet I cannot tell 
B 5 FL +» 


1 
It is a droll—her breath did fail; 
And wicked LIx DAR did prevail. 


Let, when the dreadful thunders roar, 
She trembling as ſhe did before ; 
And, as ſhe ſaw the darting light, 
She ſtill apply'd to LinDar's fright, 
That gave her courage and delight. 
At laſt he begg'd ſhe'd let alone, 
And ſighing faid his fright was gone. 


Of mortals *tis th* unhappy ſtate, 
That, let our blif be neꝰer ſo great, 

Yet tranſitory are our joys, 

And ev'n our bliſs our bliſs deſtroys. 
But heathen Gods, (as poets ſay) 

In this their godheads do diſplay, 

And mankind do excel in this, 
They riſe from bliſs to greater bliſs, 
Are always eager, never tire, 


And vigour doth exceed deſire. 


tit 
The fair LysETTA, till in fears, 
To LinDaR ſpoke, all bath'd in tears: 
Alas ! the thunder till grows louder, 
I fear *twill cruſh us all to powder : 
Renew your fright, dear BELL, again, 
Tis that alone can eaſe my pain. 


But her attempts did uſeleſs prove, 
L1NDAR had got enough of love. 
The vex'd LySETTa turn'd to ſleep, 
While LIR DAR from the bed did creep. 


However ſtrong our löngings are, 
Tho? for our love we all things dare, 
| Yet when we once have reach'd the bleſſing, . 
We ſoon grow weary of poſſeſſing, 
And want to leave the fair one's arms, 
As much as erſt to taſte her charms. 


LinDaR, who durſt no longer ſtay, 
Put on his clothes, and went away, 


Fearing | 


ES 
Fearing leſt BEL L ſhould end her pray re, 
Nay, thought he heard her on the ſtairs. | 


Scarce had he made the ſtreet-door faſt, 
When BELT, who all the night had paſt 
Upon her knees, in pious pray'r, 
To ſtill the tempeſt in the air, 


Now, hearing all things calm and huſh'd, 


Again for loving LinDar wiſh'd; 
Whoſe circling arms ſhe left with grief, 


But now ſhe hop'd for kind relief, 
And went to bed in that belief. 


She whiſper'd ſoftly in her ear, 
How can you ſleep when I am here ? 
1 have my fright recover'd now. 
LYSETTA wak'd, and anſwer'd, Hew ! 
Thanks to the Gods, who till are kind. 
But ah! dear Ber, I cannot find 
A fright about you. BTT, on this, 
Beliey'd that ſhe had heard amiſs ; 


Then to LyszTTa drawing near, | 


| And, 


( 13 ] 
And, by her feeling, did diſcover 
It was LYSETT, and not her lover; 


Who told her all that paſt that night, 
And ſpoke with raptures of the fright. 


Thus BELL found out her lover's treaſon, 
Was vex'd at heart, and ſhe had reaſon, 
Ye lovers, think on what I've ſaid, 

And judge, if ſuch a lovely maid, 

So young, ſo fair, ſo full of charms, 

Should claſp you in her naked arms, 

Whether you'd her embraces ſhun, 

Or rather do as he had done. 


TALE 


Taz CRYSTAL BOTTEE. 


57 Ormond- ſtreet, the other day, 
A lady who, as people ſay, 

Doth ſcold her maids like any ſhrew, 

Nay very often beats them too, 

Had got a maid fo country bred, 

That ſhe ſtill had her maidenhead. 


She trembled at the dreadful noiſe, 
And wiſh'd that quarter-day was come, 
For much ſhe long'd to be at home. 


Whene'er her miſtreſs rais'd her voice, 


Her 


„„ 

Her lady call'd on Sunday laſt, 

You BRIDGET, BRIDGET, run in haſte, 
And, from Lans's conduit, bring me quick 
Some water, for I'm very lick. 

Poor BID Dx, all in terror, ſhook, 
And up a cryſtal bottle took; 

Away ſhe run, —alack the day! 

A curſed ſtone lay in her way, 

And, juſt as ſhe had reach'd the well, 
Down ſhe and cryſtal bottle fell, 


As PHAETON, that headſtrong fool, 
Who wanted wit and ſtrength to rule 
His father's ſteeds, look'd from on high, 
And ſaw the earth, the ſea, and ſky, 
All in a blaze, and thund'ring Jove, 
Arm'd with his light'ning, ſtand above, 
All pointed at his deſtin'd head, 

Whoſe burſt he knew would ſtrike him dead, 
So look d poor BID DV, when ſhe found 
The ſhatter'd cryſtal on the ground; 


Too 


1 
Too well her lady's way the knew, 
That all excuſes, falſe or true, 
Would be in vain ; in deep deſpair 
She beat her breaſt, and tore her hair. 


Alas ! ſhe cry'd, there's not in nature 
So loſt and fo undone a creature: 
Whither, ah! whither ſhall I fly? 


A handfome *prentice ſtanding by, 


And ſeeing BID all in grief, 
Came kindly up to her relief; 
He ſaw the girl was wond'rous fair, 


Black were her eyes, and brown her hair; 


Upon her cheeks ſat blooming youth, 


And charming was her little mouth: 
| Uncover'd was her lovely breaſt, ' 


That ſwell'd, as wanting to be preſs d. 


She ſeem'd fo form'd to give delight, 
That Dick was wounded with the ſight. - 


My dear, ſaid he, I can't conceive, 
Why one ſo fair as you ſhould grieve. 


Alas ! 


Ta 
Alas ! the cry'd, I am undone, _ 
While from her eyes two torrents run: 
I, by my cruel ſtars, am curs d 
To ſerve of womankind the worſt: 
Do well or ill, *tis all the ſame, 
I cannot pleaſe the ſurly dame; 
Altho' I give her no offence, 
Yet ſhe will take the leaſt pretence 
To rail and ſcold, nay beat me too, 
And make my ſides both black and blue: 
Think, then, what welcome I ſhall meet, 
When I return to Ormond-ftreet, 
To tell the glaſs, ſhe thought ſo fine, 
Doth ſcatter'd on the pavement ſhine ? 
The dreadful thought I cannot bear ; 
No, death ſhall eaſe me of my care ; 
Tis better far at once to die, 


Than bear her cruel tyranny : | 
_ *Tis death alone can cure my grief, 


To death I fly to ſeek relief. 


Alas ! 
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Alas ! faid Drex, my charming fair, 


Why give you way to this deſpair ? And re 
Would you, who ought to live in joy, 

With your own hands yourſelf deſtroy ? | uy 

Take courage, fair one, I ſhall find Death 

Another bottle of that kind. ney 

| She fa 

| No, no, ſhe cry'd, tis all in vain ;- wet 

*Tis death alone can eaſe my pain. Hor 3 

ED Kind 

Young D1cx reply'd, tho' you muſt die, 1 6 

Let I can ſee no reaſon why My | 

You kill yourſelf, fince doctors tell, wi 


| Self-murderers go down to hell; 
| | But, if you are reſolv'd on killing, 
PT do't, my dear, if you are willing. 


With joy fair Bx1DgErT gave conſent, 
And RichARxp, on her murder bent, 
Behind a quickſet led the fair, 
To end her life, and end her care; 
There 
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There laid her down amongſt the dew, 
And run poor BI DDV thro? and thro'. 


To thoſe oppreſs d with woe and grief, 
Death is alone the ſure relief: 

At firſt poor Bx1DGET loſt her ſight; 
She fainted „ then ſhe died outright. 
But, when return'd to life again, 

Her heart knew neither grief nor pain; 
Kind Sir, cry'd out the panting fair, 

If thus you cure a maid's deſpair, 

My lady, in a week or two, 

Will have no bottles, old or new. 


TALE 


TALE III. 
THz DISAPPOINTMENT. 


A Handſome fellow, t'other day, 
Eaſy, genteel, exceeding gay, 
A fair, tho' arrant prude addreſs'd, 
Was half in earneſt, half in jeſt. 
At firſt the lovers ſigh d and vow'd, 
No greater freedoms were allow'd ; 
In time ſhe heard him tell his pain; 
She heard, but heard him with diſdain : 
He ſigh d, he wept, he pray'd, he ſwore, 
No real lover could do more : 


Whole. 
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Whole hours at madam's feet he lay, 
And ogling paſt his time away ; 
But ſhe, ſtill deaf to all he faid, 
Declar'd ſhe'd live and die a maid. 


The lover ſaw this would not do, 
He muſt another courſe purſue: 
He found his ſighs and tears were vain, 
And but augmented her diſdain, 
But being impudent and rude 
Perhaps might gain upon the prude ; 
So, wholly bent on her undoing, | 
Thus wrought about the fair one's ruin. 


A thouſand apiſh tricks he play'd, 
And fitting one day by the maid, 
Held both hands out, and ſmiling faid, 
One, two, three, four, five, fix, ſeven, eight, 
Nine, ten; I'm fure Pve told them right; 
All this I can do in one night, 

And, without boaſting, I defy 

A man on earth to do't but I. 


j 
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This ſaid, the cunning ſpark retir'd, 
While madam, with the ſtory fir'd, 


Her fingers told. What! eight, nine, ten! 


It cannot be: then told again. 

*Tis even fo, yet I, forſooth, 

With ſcorn beheld this matchleſs youth, 
Deſpis'd his love, deſpis'd his charms, 
But now the man my boſom warms. 

I thought he made a little figure, 
And therefore treated him with rigour : 
But now he ſeems another creature, : 
Improv'd in ſhape, in air, and feature, 
O ! would the youth make love apain, 


He ſhould no longer ſigh in vain ; 


Tho I'm a young and tender maid, 

I am not of his ſtrength afraid ; 

T'll hug the dear, the charming man, 
Then let him kill me if he can. 


Next day the bragging lover came, 
And ſhew'd his fingers to the dame. 


i 5 
The charmer, who had laid aſide 
Her airs, her prud'ry, and her pride, 
Put on a ſmile, and thus began : 

To me you ſeem the boldeſt man 

I ever knew : Strange things you tell, 
You fay you all the world excel: 
Suppoſe I have a mind to try, 

If you ſpoke true, or told a lie, 

And you. of your account fall ſhort, 
When I've giv'n up my maiden fort, 
What do I next ? The wicked youth 
Swore he had only told the truth, 
What he had promis'd he'd make good; 
And taking up a piece of wood, 
On it ten ſcores of chalk he drew : 
Take this, faid he, and ſee that you, 
When I a finger do make good, 
Rub out one ſcore from off the wood. 


On this the fair one was content : 


They ſtrip'd, and to the bed they went. 
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Awhile the ſilent pair were dumb, 


And other two were quickly clear d: 


Then quietly lay down to ſleep. 


But yet, my dear, you need not ſtorm ; 
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But ſoon the prude rub'd out a thumb ; 
A finger likewiſe diſappear'd, 


Long time he kiſs'd, then made a ſhift, 
With much ado, to clear the fifth. 


Thus far he did his promiſe keep, 


On this the fair one, all in rage, 
Her wearied lover did engage : 
What ! traytor, am I thus betray'd ? 
Is't thus you uſe a truſting maid ? 
Half of your number is to come, 
You want four fingers and a thumb; 
You promis d ten; ſay, Did you not ? 
The lover, who enough had pot, 
Without once changing of his hue, 
Did gravely anſwer, Very true, V 
I promis'd, but I can't perform; | 


Ve 


28-3 


I've done but half, I muſt confeſs, 
But many are content with leſs, 

And I, if you'll forgive my crime, 
Will do the reſt another time. 


Vol. I. C TALE 


PALE Iv. 
Taz LoN GING Woman. | 


On have I thought why women, 
In green ſickneſs, or when teeming, 
Should long for plaiſter, coals, or chalk, 


And pine if we their fancies baulk. 


Yet theſe things are not much amiſs, 
| Nay, we ſhould humour them in this: 
But women, when they are with child, 
Have ſometimes longings far more wild, 
As I ſhall ſhew you by and by, 
If you'll with patience caſt an eye 


on 
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On what I write. A Yorkſhire ſquire, ; 
When years had left him little fire, : 
Did with a youthful wife engage, 
To be the comfort of his age, 
For he had threeſcore winters told : 
But ſee th' almighty power of gold! 
He ſaw a neighbour's charming daughter, 
And of her greedy parents ſought her. 
Her parents, by his riches blinded, 
Their daughter's pleaſure little minded ; 
But JENNY view'd him with diſdain, 
And wept—but all her tears were vain. 


They gravely told her it was folly 

To whine, and be thus melancholy : 

They own'd, indeed, the ſquire was old, 

But he was bleſs'd with ſtore of gold, 

And they'd take care he ſhould appoint her 
A very comfortable jointure, 

That would (when he lay in his tomb) 

Soon bring a younger huſband home. 
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To do what ſhe could not prevent; 
So to the church they gravely went. 
The parſon ty'd them faſt for life, 
And JENNY was an old man's wife; 
The ſquire had all the joy he wanted, 
And all he aſk'd his Jenxy granted: 
She anſwer'd all his bills at ſight, 
Whether at morning, noon, or night ; 
Tho' very few demands he made, 
And JENNY had but little trade; 
But being young and likewiſe fair, 
She thought it folly to deſpair. 


At laſt poor Jexxy gave conſent 


Fox-hunting was the ſquire's delight, 
He ſeldom did return till night : 
And while he thus his ſport enjoy'd, 
His wife was otherwiſe employ'd ; 
Tho' what ſhe did I need not tell, 


At laſt the dame began to ſwell. 


Sh 
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This to her ſpouſe ſhe did declare, 
Who hoping ſtrongly for an heir, | 
With tears of joy embrac'd the fair. 
My dear, ſaid he, my charming wife, 
Thou joy thou comfort of my life, 
My heart is overwhelm'd with joy, 
Pray heav'n the child may be a boy 
Be what it will, I here declare 
That it ſhall be my only heir; 
At leaſt, I'll have no other wife, 
Tho? thou ſhouldſt die, my deareſt life, 
Which heaven forbid ; you're young my dear, 
And may live many and many a year. 


She had ſo oft the ſquire betray'd, 
Was highly pleas'd with what he faid ; 
For ſhe, who never thought amiſs, 
Knew well the child was none of his. 


Je xxv, who was at firſt afraid, 


And now came on bite longing fits ; 
She long'd at firſt for dainty bits: 
| The 


We 
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The huſband all things got with care, hos 
In hopes to ſee the wiſh'd-for heir. PREY 
At laſt her longings grew ſo high, | 2 
She told her ſpouſe ſhe'd ſurely die, T 
Unleſs the parſon would beſtow But, 
On her an inch of what you know. She « 
| It v 
My dear, the huſband did reply, You 
Why, this is flat adultery. | It v 
I know not what it is, ſaid ſhe, 
But if you won't with this agree, 
I'm ſure I'll die this very night, 
And never bring the babe to light ; 
If you had lov'd me at this pinch, 
You had not grudg'd a ſingle inch. 
Away the doating huſband went; 
The pious parſon was content, = * 


And proud that ladies, in their grief, 
Should ſend for him to bring relief. 
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The loving huſband was at care 
In managing this nice affair, 
And, coming in, faid to his wife, 
The parſon's come to ſave your life, 


"Tis very well, ſaid ſhe, my dear. 
But, when ſhe ſaw the inch appear, 
She curs'd and fwore that ſhe was wrong'd d: 
It was not for that inch I long'd, 
You ſtupid blockhead, let me tell ye, 
It was the inch that's next his belly. 


TALE 


TALE . 
The Nmezvire. 


Hoe'er believes that want of ſenſe 

Can be to virtue a defence, 
And keep a maid from doing ill, 
May, if he pleaſes, think fo ſtill. 
For me, of two things I am ſure, 
That honour cannot be ſecure, 
And virtue may be ſoon enſnar'd, 
When folly is its only guard. 


To prove the truth of what I've laid, 
In Durham liv'd a charming maid, 


53 
A prebend's daughter, young and fair, 
Her father's darling, mother's care : 
Never was finer figure ſeen ; 
But, ah! ſhe was a mere machine; 
From wit, from ſenſe, from knowledge free, 
She wonder'd one and two made three. 
But yet her eyes threw darts around, 
And SALLY many lovers found. 


ACHILLES” ſpear, the poets ſay, 
Could wound, and pains of wounds allay ; 
So SALrLy's tongue brought quick relief 
To thoſe who ſuffer d am'rous grief. 


Her parents, conſcious how ſhe charm'd, 
With conſtant fears the fair alarm'd ; 
And begg'd their daughter to beware 


Of men, who would her heart inſnare ; 
That ſhe would her dear honour mind, 
And keep at diſtance from mankind, 
Who ſtill would make attempts upon her, 
And ſtrive to rob her of her honour. 

| C8 But 


* 1 
But ſach was 8411 v's ignorance, 
That it was only by a chance, 

As with a girl ſhe talk'd one day, 
She learn'd the place where honour lay; 
Till then it was to her a riddle, | 

If *twas in head, in feet, or middle: 
But, now ſhe knew its ſituation, 
She ſhew'd her virtue and diſcretion ; 
And to ſecure it, night and day, 
Upon her honour fat or lay; 
On this poſition ſhe rely'd, 
And honour's enemies defy'd ; 
Aſleep or waking, twas the ſame, 
And, when into a room ſhe came, 
Still mindful of the main affair, 
Secur d her honour on a chair. 

Her ſilly parents were amaz'd, 
And in their hearts her conduct prais d; 
They ſaw ſhe minded what they ſaid, 
Nor fear'd ſhe now could be betray'd ; 

And 
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And therefore begg'd that ſhe would go 
To ev'ry ball and ev'ry ſhow. 
* 


Her parents ſhe in this obey'd, 
Yet ſtill the idiot was afraid, 
And never could be brought to dance, 


Leſt ſhe might meet with ſome miſchance: 


But to her couſin To declar'd 

Her love to honour and its guard; 
That, when ſhe fat on't, ſhe was ſure 
Her dear lov'd honour was ſecure, 
But if ſhe danc'd, or jump'd about, 
She fear'd her honour might drop out. 


The lewd young dog, o'erjoy'd at this, 


To Sar T* ſaid, My pretty miſs, 
What you, my dear, have faid is true, 
But I will tell you what I'll do: 
Go with me, till thoſe people ſup, 
So cloſe I'll ſtitch your honour up, 
That without other guard you may 

Be free from fear by night or day, 


See 
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See how a fool may be deceiv'd, 
The changeling the young rake believ'd ; 
And ſtealing out, aſk'd at the ſpark, 

If he could do it in the dark. 


| Yes, yes, ſaid Tom. But SALLY faid, 
*T will hurt my honour, I'm afraid. 
The firſt ſtitch only, faid the rake, 
Perhaps may make your honour ake. 


Tow Riitch'd and ſtitch'd as long's he cou'd, 


And ſwore his workmanſhip was good; 
But when he meant to go away, 

Wiſe SALLY cry'd, Dear TourE, ſtay; 
| You have not ſtitch'd me half, I fear, 
Feel, To ul, what a paſh is here! 


Tom, ſighing, ſaid, That's trus, indeed, 
But now I am run out of thread; 
And going off, the fair one cries, 
Dear Tou iE, you are telling lies, 
And only make a falſe excuſe, 
You ſtill have left two ſwinging clews. 
* e 


MucHn No1sE AND LITTLE Wool. 


A true STORY. 


Mountain once, in days of old, 

(By merry Æſop we are told) 
In labour was; the midwives all, 
Both male and female, ſhort and tall, 
About her came to bring relief, 
And eaſe the mountain of her grief; 
Strong were her throws, and loud her moans, 
And eccho anſwer'd back her groans ; 
All wonder at the dire portent, 
And trembling waited the event. 

At 


18 
At laſt a dreadful cry was heard, 


And ſtreight a little mouſe appear'd ; 
Shame ſeiz d on all the gazing crew, 


Who curs'd the mountain, and withdrew. . 


Theſe little tales, call'd allegories, 
Have been of ſpecial uſe in ſtories ; 


And men, who durſt not name the matter, 


In fables hid che keeneſt ſatire: 
But all ſuch caution J diſpiſe, 
I tell my tale without diſguiſe, 


The opening of all miſſive letters 
(Wich all due deference to my betters) 
A cuſtom is, that I declare 
I neither honeſt think nor fair. 

May I not be in love, or debt ? 

In a good humour, or a pet ? 

Or kiſs a harlet in the dark ? 

But in two days a poſt-houſe clerk 
Shall to ſome other man diſcover, 
That I'm a bankrupt, or a lover; 


I eithcr 
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I either way meet with diſgrace, 
Yet this is very oft the caſe, 


Not long ago an open'd letter 

Was full of treaſonable matter : | 

One who had lately left this iſle, | / 
And ſtay'd at Utrecht for a while, | 
Wrote to his friend: Dear Jack, faid he, 

At laſt, I'm ſafe got croſs the ſea, 

Where I your orders ſhall obey 

In every thing and every way ; 

Ten dozen armour good and new, 

As any warrior ever knew, | 

The beſt that Holland can afford, 

I've bought, and ſafely put on board 

A ſhip belonging to Kirkcaldie, | 

The ſkipper's name is RozerT WALIDIE; 

They'll ſerve you for the next campaign ; 

In ſpring I ſhall be home again : 

Farewel ; God bleſs our ſovereign. 


This letter, as I ſaid, was ſeiz'd, 
And much the poſt-houſe clerk diſpleas d, 
Who 
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Who to ſome great men quickly went, 
That packets northwards might be ſent. 


The cuſtom-houſe ſtrict orders got, 
That, for preventing of a plot, 
They'd ſeize on WaLDIE and his ſhip, 
And on their lives not let her lip ; 
Nay, plainly told them they had reaſon 


To think the ſhip was fraught with treaſon, 


To Edinburgh theſe orders came, 
The cuſtom-board, all men of fame ! 
Wiſe, folid, prudent, fkill'd -in law, 


From pretty F BRENT to Tete comme ga, 


Thought it was fit they ſhould conſult 
The magiſtrates, as men adult. 


They 


+ Two Commiſſioners of the Cuſtoms, Mr. 
CI of Sf}, one of theſe, being in 
France, and wanting a calf's head for dinner, ex- 
preſſed himſelf thus — tete comme ga, at the ſame 
time pointing to his own head; by which name he 


was afterwards ludicrouſly diſtinguiſhed, 
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They did, and then it was decreed 
To man their loops and boats, with ſpeed, 


With honeſt men, that were moſt handy 
In ſeizing, I mean, running brandy. 


On this the boats were ſent away, 
And met with WaLD1s near the May; 
And, tho' the wind was in their teeth, 
Brought ſhip and cargo up to Leith. 
The captain knew not what they mean'd, 
And for ſome time believ'd they dream'd : 
But when they for his arms inquir'd, 
His owners names, and by whom hir'd ; 
Of arms he ſaid he nothing knew, 

And, if they'd ſearch, they'd find it true. 


They wonder'd he'd the truth deny, 
Since they could catch him in a lie, 
But rather wiſh'd he'd ſpeak the truth ; 
Then aſk'd him, if from ſuch a youth, 
He got no arms? For that, ſaid he, 
You ſhall that armour quickly ſee ; 
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I have them lying in my trunk; 
I own the gentleman was drunk 
When he deliver'd me the pacquet, 
For which your honours make this racket. . 


In anger to his cheſt he went, 
And a ſeal'd bundle did preſent ; 
For arms it ſeem'd to be too light, 
But opening it, they ſaw a ſight 
'That made them look like lifeleſs dops, 
To wit, the bladders of ſome hogs, 
 A-top with ſcarlet ribbon ty'd,. 
By which ſome warriors defy'd. 
The dangers, and the dreadful harms, 
That now are got in harlots arms, 


May they, who, without any ground, 
The joys of friendſhip thus confound, 
When hoping to find out a plot, 

Get heaps of cundums to their lot ; 
May fortune ſtill theſe people chouſe, 
And every mountain bring a mouſe. 


TA LE 


The QuesT1on anſwered. 


ELL me, friend Joan, do, if you can, 
What is the reaſon, if a man 

Attempts to take a lady fair 
By you know what, lyes you know where, 
That, while he lives, he ſtill ſhall find 
The female, be ſhe croſs or kind, | 
Fret, frown, and puſh his hand away ? 
Tell me the reaſon, tell me pray. 


Thought 
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| Thoughtful and Gage Jon x fat a while, 
Then anſwer'd THOMAS with a ſmile: 
TnoMas, a caſe you never put, 
But it begins or ends in ſmut ; 
None but the wicked can applaud ye, 
Since all your thoughts ſtill run on bawdy : 
But yet, for once, my friend, I'll try, 
If J your doubts can ſatisfy. 


Women make ſtill a great pretence 
To modeſty and innocence, 
And about virtue make a rout ; 


| This is the reaſon, without doubt. 


Ah, friend! ſaid Thomas, with concern, 
I fee you are but till to learn ; 

Your underſtanding's good for naught, 
And you are better fed than taught. 
Virtue and modeſty's a ſtory 
As little thought on as Joann DokRx. 
Liſten, you ſhall the reaſon know; 
Whene'er you thruſt your hand below, 
All 
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All women, be they black or fair, 
Know that a hand is uſeleſs there ; 
But if from May-day to December, 
You offer there the proper member, 
Puſh as you will to give them pain, 
They'll neither wince, nor yet complain. 


TALE 


TALE vu. 


 Werr Jupcep. 


= alderman, a wealthy cit, 

One morning met a man of wit ; 
Dear Dick, ſaid he, I like your way, 
You're always cheerful, always gay ; 

Yet, if what I have heard be true, 
Fortune has been unkind to you, 

And has deny'd the only bleſſing 

We citizens think worth poſſeſſing ; 
*Tis wealth I mean, and that your ſenſe 
Is 5 more current than your pence, 


Good 


Good 
My wor 
] very C 
Of bein 
A ſad d 


I gladly 
For, {ir 
It very 
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| Good faith, reply'd our merry ſpark, 
My worthy friend, you've hit the mark ; 
I very often know the curſe 
Of being with an empty purſe ; 
A ſad diſeaſe, and, I am ſure, 
I gladly would find out a cure; 
For, ſince the truth muſt be confeſt, 
It very often breaks my reſt : 
It blunts my humour, dulls my wit. 
"Tis very well, reply'd the cit, 
The fickneſs known, the cure is eaſy, 
And I ſhall do my beſt to pleaſe ye. 
| What think you of a wealthy wife? 
Could you endure the married life ? 
A woman with ten thouſand pound, 
Young, blooming, cheerful, fair, and ſound, 
May ſoon be had, if you incline: 
What anſwer give you, friend of mine ? 


The merry ſpark a while was dumb, : 
He ſcratch'd his head, and bit his thumb, 
| Look'd 
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Look'd very wile, and very grave, 
Then to the cit this anſwer gave : 
My friend, I am not ſuch a fot, 
If ſuch a marriage could be pot, 
As to refuſe to tye the knot ; 
But, I'm afraid, you'll ſcarcely find 
A fortune of that gen'rous mind, 
Who will her hopes of greatneſs quit, 
And wed a poor man for his wit; 
Nay, I for ever do deſpair 
To get a wife both rich and fair. 


The alderman reply'd, I ſee 

Your want of faith and truſt in me; 
But, ere to-morrow come, I may 
Shew you a proof of what I fay ; 

Come dine with me, I know what's what, 
l have three girls but, mum for that: 
 Yow'll have for dinner beef and fiſh, - 

And wine as good as you can wiſh,” 
My girls can dance, can fing and play, 
And are, like you, for ever gay. 
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My wife, you know, is dead long ſince, 
And I live merry like a prince: 

You know enough's as good's a feaſt, 
And you ſhall be a welcome gueſt. 


I thank you, Sir, with all my heart, 
Said Dicx, you act a friendly part; 
Would I could ſhew my gratitude 
To one ſo very kind and good: 

But what's within my power I'll do, 
And be obedient ſtill to you. 


The alderman, with great content, 
Home to his houſe with RIcHAAD went; 
Who, tho' he there had often been, 
Yet never had the daughters ſeen : 

But now the father meant that he 
Should have a fight of all the three. 


Down ftairs they came; andRICHARD fwore 
He ne'er beheld ſuch charms before, | 
Vol. I. D | Beauty 
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Beauty and youth, and ev'ry grace, 
Alike adorn'd each ſmiling face; 
A ſprightlineſs in all appear'd, 
And ev'ry look his boſom cheer'd; 
His foul was raviſh'd with delight, 
And flutter'd at the joyous ſight. 


And now they all at dinner fat, 
And paſt their time in merry chat; 
But love had rifled RicaarD's quiet, 
And made him quite neglect his diet; 
By turns the ſiſters he ſurvey'd, 
And thus, at length, his wit diſplay'd: 


The haughty wife of thund'ring Jove, 
MixERVa, and the Queen of love, 
Three Goddeſſes (as we are told) 

From heav'n came down, in days of old; 
The prize of beauty was the end, 

That made theſe Goddeſſes deſcend. 

Since diſcord had an apple giv'n, 

That much diſturb'd the peace of heav'n; 
For ſhe, till then, had been a gueſt 
At ev'ry marriage, ev'ry feaſt ; 


But, 


„ 
But, with her endleſs malice tir d, 
Her preſence they no more deſir d. 
This ſo enrag'd the ſpiteful dame, 
That ſhe to high Olympus came, 
And ' mongſt the Goddeſſes ſhe threw | 
A golden apple, then withdrew, 
And, grinning, ſaid, Let this be giv'n 
To her that faireſt is in heav'n. 


Each Goddeſs trove to ſeize the fruit, 
And rais'd in heav'n a great diſpute ; 
But when the three that I have nam'd 
Each for herſelf the apple claim'd, 
The leſter Goddeſſes were mute, 
And left with grief the golden fruit; 
Yet would no God in heav'n decree 
Who had th' advantage of the three, 
At laſt the Gods deſir d that they 
To IDa's mount would take their Way, 
And there ſind out ſome ſhepherd youth, 
Whoſe untaught ſoul knew only truth, 
Free from ambition and from pride, 
| Who only could the cauſe decide. 

| PC > O happy 
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O happy Paris ! it was you 
Three naked Goddeſſes did view, 
And to Love's queen gave up the prize ; 
But, ſpite of ſenſe, and ſpite of eyes, 
If you had theſe bright ſiſters ſeen, 
The choice had not ſo eaſy been; 
Lou ne'er had ended the diſpute, 
Nor known to. whom to've giv'n the fruit. 


Dicx's flatt'ry all the fiſters pleas'd, 
| While raptures on the father ſeiz d. 
Dear D1cx, hecry'd, to tell the truth, 
Thou art a moſt bewitching youth ; 
Whate'er you do with eaſe is done: 

I wiſh I had you for a ſon. 
And now, my friend, and daughters dear, 
To what I ſay, pray lend an ear; 

I wiſh, dear RxcnarD, you'd agree 

To take a wife out -of the-three : 

Ten thouſand pounds to each III give, 
And make it better if I live, ; | 
And ſhe on whom my Dicxy pitches, 
6 


. Diex, 
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Diex, at this ſtrange diſcourſe amaz d, 
Uporr the bluſhing ſiſters gaz d, 
He fear'd it was th' effect of drink, 
And knew not what to ſay or think; 
No wealth, no money, had he got, 
Nor was he worth a ſingle groat. 


But th' alderman began again, 
And did his former ſpeech explain: 
Dear daughters, I have wealth in ſtore, 
Nor do I aſk or wiſh for more: 
Dick is my friend, but D1cx, you know, 
No kind of jointure can beſtow ; 
But Dick has ſenſe, and DI ck has wit, 
And Dick for ev'ry thing is fit, 
While elder brothers, as you know, 
Are good for nothing, but for ſhow, 
I ne' er cou'd bear theſe gaudy boys, 
Of all mankind Dick is my choice. 


The ſmiling fiſters own'd, for truth, 
They had no quarrel to the youth; 


But 
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But yet they thought it was but fair 
That RIcHARD ſhould his mind declare. 
On this the charming maids withdrew, 
And left poor Dick, I know not how. 


The alderman, his daughters gone, 
And he and Ricnarp left alone, 


Here is a health to all the three ; 
Take which of them beſt pleaſes thee. 


A bumper fill'd, Dear D1 cx, ſaid he, ] 


Dear Sir, ſaid Dick, I cannot tell, 

I love them all fo very well; 

They all of them ſuch charms poſſeſi 
That I am puzz'led, I confeſs : 

Had I but one bright beauty view'd, 
With eaſe ſhe had my heart ſubdu'd ; 
But when that three, with equal charms, 
A heart like mine at once alarms, 

Each form'd alike for heav'nly joys, 

I know not how to make a choice. 
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Paxis, as I have lately told, 
(But that was in the days of old) 
When three bright ladies of the ſky 
To him, as umpire, did apply, | 
Made them their heav'nly robes unpin, 
And ſtripp'd each Goddeſs to the ſkin. 
But now ſuch freedoms will not paſs, 
Tho! we with eaſe may find a laſs, 
Who will all night ly by our fide, 
Yet ſuch is now the ſex's pride, 
That tho? we flatter, fawn, and beg, 
The faucy thing won't ſhew her leg. 


Your daughters, Sir, are heav'nly fair; 
But when their beauties I compare, 
I freely own I can't diſcover 
To which of them I'm moſt a lover; ; 
But, if their wit you'll let me try, 
I'll ſoon find out the myſtery. 


Yet let each maid keep on her maſk, 
Till 1 one {angle queſtion aſk g 


For 


„ 
For I muſt candidly confeſs, | | That he 
It favours much of wantonneſs, | And on 
And on their cheeks may raiſe a bluſh, 
And that, I ſwear, I do not wiſh : 
But ſince I am to chuſe a wife, 
And that the comfort of my life 
Depends upon the lucky chance, 
Forgive me this extravagance. 


The alderman was well content, 
And for his charming daughters ſent, 
To whom he told what DI ck had faid, 
And hop'd they would not be afraid, 
Since ſure it would be no hard taſk 
To anſwer what his friend would aſk ; 
And begg'd, fince one muſt be a bride, 
They'd lay all baſhfulneſs aſide. 


The maids conſent, and DI ck, on this, 
Of each fair ſiſter took a kiſs ; 
Theſe kiſſes ſet his heart on fire, 
And in him rais'd ſuch ſtrong deſire, 


That 


LES 


That he ſtood trembling and amaz'd, 
And on each lovely charmer gaz'd. 


The-maſks were fix'd, and Dick begun, 
I wiſh, dear ladies, I could ſhun 
The aſking queſtions, but I find 
I am fo much to all inclin'd, 
That, in my foul, I can't agree 
Who is the deareſt of the three ; 
Whoe'er I get, I'm ſure of joys, 
Yet I'm confounded in my choice ; 
But ſince you pen'rouſly ſubmit 
To make a trial of your wit, 
Forgive me, fair ones, then, if 1 
Vour knowledge by a queſtion try; 
And pardon me, if to your ears 
The queſtion ſomething odd appears : 
Whether the mouth that's in your face, 
Or that in a more hidden place, 
The eldeſt is ? Who anſwers beſt 
Shall triumph in my happy breaſt, 
If with that breath the fair one gives 
A reaſon why ſhe fo believes, 


D's: The 


And added, with a kind of rage, 
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The maſks their roſy cheeks conceal'd, Ric 
While bluſhing necks their ſhame reveal'd- And fo 
He ma 

The firſt- born daughter ſaid, In truth And n 


1 think the eldeſt is my mouth, 


Since in it there are teeth of bone, 
In that below, I'm ſure, are none. 


The ſecond faid, The ſeat of love 
Is eldeſt ; for the mouth above . 
Upon its lips no hair can ſhow, 
But I have got a beard below; 


Is not a beard a ſign of age! 


The youngeſt ſiſter, ſmiling, ſaid, 
I'm but a young and filly maid ; 


But yet I think the mouth above 


Is elder than the ſeat of love; 
And what I fay I thus evince : 


My upper mouth was wean d long ſince, 


And fleſh, and fiſh, and bones can eat, 
But mouth below longs for the teat. 
RICHARD 


WE 
R1cnaRD on this embrac'd the fair, 
+ And for the youngeſt did declare ; 
He marry'd her with great content, 
And never did his choice repent. 


ALS IK 
THE Cras. 


HERE ſtands a town *twixt Wemyſs 
and Leven, 


Well known in Fyfe, aud call'd Buckhaven, 
For fiſhers fam'd : theſe hardy fellows, 
Tho' Kors blow all his bellows, 

Yet go to ſea, and never care 
Whether the wind be croſs or fair ; 

Their trade is fiſh, they ſell the beſt, 
Their wives and brats eat up the reſt ; 
And tho? they feed on nought but fiſh, 
They give new names to ey'ry diſh; 
Nay, 
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Nay, tho? ridiculous, ne'er care, 
For haddocks are call'd capons there 
And, what to ſtrangers gives ſurpriſe, 
They call the crabs Buckhaven pies; 
And theſe they have in ſo great plenty, 
That for a penny they'll ſell twenty. 


Not long ago their parſon dy'd, 
But ſoon they got their church ſupply d 
By one who always did maintain, 
That there was godlineſs in gain; 
What in next world there might betide 
He knew not, but he would provide 
A treaſure in this preſent life: 
To this agreed his thrifty wife, 
Who ev'ry day provided fiſh, 
Not only as the cheapeſt diſh, 
But that ſhe knew they would inſpire 
Maſs Thomas! blood with warm deſire ; 
And ſure there could be no offence 
In loving due benevolence, 
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Thus they went on in great content, 
And kept a cheap luxurious lent ; 
Their wealth each day increas'd, their nights 
Were paſt in conjugal delights, 
And maſter Thomas and his wife 
Alike admir'd the happy life. 


But ah! how tranſient are our joys ! 
Old Satan oft our bliſs deſtroys, 
And is offended out of meaſure, 
When he can't ſour our peace and pleaſure : 
Ungrateful Satan, how couldſt thou 
Thy malice to this couple ſhew ? 

Did e' er Maſs THOMAS, or his wife, 
Do wrong to thee in all thy life! 
Did he in act, or in opinion, 
Diſturb the peace of thy dominion ? 
No, he was quiet, honeſt, civil, 
And thought it ſin to cheat the devil ; 
Yet thou a curſed trick didſt play, 
And the well-meaning pair betray. * 
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I've told that fiſh was all their food, 
But ſtill they had them freſh and good; 
Six crabs they on a day had got, 
And boil'd four of 'em in the pot, 

The other two till night they kept, 
Who thro' the how's at freedom crept ; 
But one of them, oppreſs'd with thirſt, 

_ Crawl'd to a tub where madam piſs'd, 
And, with the ſaltneſs pleas'd, did ſtay 
Until the ſhutting 1 in of day, 


"Twas winter-time, the days were ſhort, 

Maſs Thomas in his chair did ſnort, 
As was his cuſtom, while his ſpouſe 
Went like a bce about the houſe ; 

For ſhe, of houſewives far the beſt, 
From morn to night would never reſt, 
But turn'd her hand to ev'ry thing 
That could a penny fave or bring : 
Two maids ſhe had, the one was ſpinning, 
The other one was dreſſing linen; 


So, 
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So, ſeeing nothing was amiſs, 
She to the jorden went to piſs. 


The crab, who thought on no ſuch matter 
Aſtoniſh'd with t'ie ſcalding water, 
Thruft out her claw, I do not joke ye, 
And took faſt hold of her TU qu o E. 


In dreadful pain, and great ſurpriſe, 
Poor madam fill'd the houſe with cries; 
Her huſband wak'd, and to her came, 
And kindly aſk'd what ail'd the dame. 
Alas! ſhe cry'd, my dear, T'll tell ye, 
The dev'l has got me by the belly; 

O help me, huſband! help! ſhe cry'd; 
Meantime ſhe all her clothes unty'd; 
For haſte her milk-white ſmock ſhe tore, 
And threw off every rag ſhe wore. 


Maſs Thomas, when he ſaw her grief, 
Aſſuring her of quick relief, | 
Kneel'd down, in hopes to eaſe the fair ; 
But crab, who had of claws a pair, 
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His pious purpoſe did oppoſe, 
And ſnap'd the parſon by the noſe, 


| Maſs Thomas now to roar began, 
She call'd her maid, he call'd his man, 
Who running to them with a light, 
Were quite confounded with the ſight ; 
The parſon's wife, without her clothes, 
And at her — her huſband's noſe, 
Where long enough it might have ſtay'd, 
But NA NN, a clever handy maid, 
Depriv'd the wicked crab of life, 
And fo reliev'd both man and wife; 

Who, much offended with the pain, 

| Swore ne'er to taſte ſhell-fiſh again. 
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THE CHAPLAIxN. 


A Handſome lady, young and pay, 


By nature form'd for am'rous play, 
Forc'd by her mother, and by fate, 


Was marry'd to a rev'rend mate: 


A Surrey knight of ſixty-five, 
And dull as any man alive. 


But he, who has of gold enough, 
Needs never want ſuch houſhold ſtuff. 
The world is now ſo full of vice, 
That if a man pays down the price, 
He'll 
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He'll find ſome mothers are not ſhy 
To ſell what he is fond to buy; 
And he may either pet a wife, 
Or, if he hate a marry'd life, 
And only wou'd a leman ſeek, 
She'll hire her daughter for a week, 
Nor think the girl a pin the worſe, 
If he will but uatie his purſe. 


This with Miſs JENNY was the caſe; 


She once was ſold to pleaſe his grace, 
Who, thinking ſhe had been a maid, 
Five hundred pounds her mother paid ; 
But JENNY was a clever laſs, 

And of his honour made an ak : 

Her couſin Tom, a ſprightly lad, 

A year before that jewel had ; 

But JENNY had reſerv'd the caſe, 
Which gave contentment to his grace. 


The duke ſoon ſlacken'd in his flame, 


And old Sir RALPH a wooing came, 
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Who, notwichſtanding of his age, 

In marriage trammels wou'd engage; 
Tho' ſuch an old and feeble brute 

Did ill with Jenny's temper ſuit : 

But wiſe mamma her daughter told, 

Sir RALPH was rich though he was old, 
And ſhe ſhould have as much a year 


To buy her pins, as what the peer 
Had paid her for her maidenhead ; 


And, when the doting monſter's dead, 


Your jointure ſhall be ſuch that you 
In marrying him ſhall never rue :. 
Beſides, my dear, you cannot tell 
But you may ſoon begin to ſwell ; 


Think, Ja NE, if that ſhould be your fate, 


Your child wou'd heir Sir RaLrn's eſtate : 
Nor think, dear child, that I expect 


You ſhou'd your youth and joys negle&; 


Of love and pleaſure take your fill, 


And cuckold him whene'er you will. 


When 
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When JaxE this ſage diſcourſe had heard, 
Her former ſcruples all were clear'd, 
And chearfully, that very night, 
Was marry'd to the ſtupid knight, 
Who was tranſported with the joy 
Of having get her virgin toy. 


Sir RAL B, delighted with his choice, 
In his dear JENNY did rejoice, 

And took her to his houſe next day, 
Where all was ſplendid, all was gay : 

Tis true the knight was not fo ready 
At one amuſement, as my lady; 
But yet ſhe did not take it ill, 
For couſin To Mu was with. her ſtill. 
But when her friend to London went, 
"Twas then that ſhe began her lent : 
Sir RAI YH was ſparing of his fleſh, 
And ſeldom did his ſpouſe refreſh ; 
Who, finding that her aged knight 

| Doz'd all the day, ſlept all the night, 

Behav'd her like a prudent dime, 
And look'd about for youngęr game, 


1 

Sir RALPH, a churchman true and keen, 
Still lov'd SACHEVEREL. and the queen; 
And tho? they were both dead and rotten, 
Thought they ſhould never he forgotten ; 
And piouſly each day in ſtealth | 
Drank to the queen and doctor's health; 
For tho' he knew they were in glory, 5 
He ſighing ſaid, he ſhou'd be ſorry | 
They were forgot by any Tory, 


His chaplains all from Oxford came, 
Men orthodox, whoſe hearts did flame 
With holy zeal for mother church, 
The diſciples of doctor Brxch. 


His preſent chaplain, doctor srxzp, 
Is of the true DopwELLIan breed, 
Denies the privilege of damnation 


To all diſſenters in the nation; by» 
Since, wanting ſouls, they could not go And 
To heav'n above, or hell below ; And 
Yet otherwiſe he is, by nature, Tha 


A kind, obliging, loving creature; 


1 
He pities women in diſtreſs, 
And makes their huſbands labour leſs, 


For wives, as I am told, may want 
What an old huſband ſcarce can grant; 
And therefore, when in greateſt need, 
Apply themſelves to doctor SpEED, 
Who never their requeſt denies, 

But kindly with their wiſh complies; 
For he is handſome, young and ſtrong. 
Smug-faced and neat ; nor was it long 
Before her ladyſhip began 
To view with love the pious man ; 
But, tho' ſhe meant him for a lover, 
She did not any thing diſcover, 

And only made a few advances 
| By little hints and wanton glances, 


"The doctor is a cunning youth, 
| And very ſoon found out the truth, 


And meant that day to ſhew my lady 
That for her ſervice he was ready ; 


Nor 
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ll Nor did he let occaſion ſlip, 

: | For, finding her fair ladyſhip 

it Pretending fleep upon the bed, 

He to her crept, and nothing faid ; 
Firſt took her coats up, next her linen, 
And then began to downright inning. 


| Aͤt laſt my lady rais'd her eyes, 

1 And ſeem'd to look with great ſurpriſe. 
| Tell me, you ſaucy cur, ſaid ſhe, 
Who gave this privilege to thee! 


Madam, (and there he ſtopt awhile) 
The doctor anſwer'd with a-ſmile, 
If I have giv'n the leaſt offence, 


[ | III do no more, but fly from hence. 
. n 
1 ; | =P : 5 
of You fool, faid ſhe, perform your taſk, 
| T only did the queſtion aſk, = 
| | 
ö 5 TALE 
| | | 


"Tae Inxs BoTTLE. 


Scriv*ner once, a driv'ling ſot, 
A young and handſome wife had got, 
Who never cou'd reſiſt temptation, 
But felt a conſtant titillation. 


RoBIN was old, and often flick, 
And ſcarcely Kis d her once a week ; 
Such uſage did but ill agree 
With one ſo young, ſo hot as ſhe, 
Who found that ſhe had love in ſtore 
For him and . lovers more: 
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And, being in her youthful prime, 
Reſolv'd no more to loſe her time, 

But, while her huſband wrote indentures, 
To go in ſearch of love adventures. 


A woman, if ſhe's young and fair, 

Of lovers never can deſpair ; 

That this is an undoubted truth, 

Aſk Rosin's wife, the handſome Rurn, 
Who now of ſtallions has a ſcore, 
And ev'ry week is adding more, 

With whom ſhe trafficks ev'ry day, 

And ſends them ſatisfy d away; 

Is ever kiſſing, toying, ſhoving, 

And knows no end of Juſt or loving. 


Tho! ſhe can weary all her lovers, 
No wearineſs ſhe e'er diſcovers, 
But in the paſtime takes delight, 
And change reſtores her appetite. 


Amongſt her friends are men of figure, 
She chooſes others for their vigour ; 
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If they perform what ſhe deſires, 
She ſeldom of their birth inquires, 
And, wiſely hating empty ſhow, 
Prefers the footman to the beau. 


One day ſhe ſaw a handſome Black, 
With brawny legs and ſturdy back, | 
Well ſhap'd, broad ſhoulder'd, young and tall, 
As he ſtood piſſing *gainſt the wall, 
His inſtrument of generation 
Rais'd up in RUTH an inclination 
To try if white or black was beſt, 
And meant to put it to the teſt. 
She ſtraight for OxocoNoOKoO ſent ; , 
The jolly footman was content : 
She felt his ſkin, and then began 
To ſtrip the footy African : 
That naked trials were the beſt 
She knew, and fo herſelf undreſs'd. 


| Never was ſeen ſo odd a fight, 
For RuTH was like a lily white, 
| : ET © 
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And he as any raven black; 
But ſoon he threw her on her back : 
To me they ſeem'd, (for I and Nax xv, 
Hd in a cloſet, thro a-cranny 
Diſtinctly ſaw each thing that paſt) 
While her white limbs were round him caſt, 
Like to a cann I once did buy, 


Of ebon hoop'd with ivory. 


But Nan, a young and wanton whore, 
Enlarg'd the cranny in the door, 
And ſaid, Heav'n guard us all from evil, 
An angel battles with the devil ; 
But I my maidenhead will lay 
The little angel gains the day ; 
Tho? Satan wreſtles to a wonder, 
And ſtrives to keep the angel under, 
Yet you ſhall ſee, mark what I tell ye, 
The angel ride on Satan's belly. 


In truth the little ſlut had fill, 
For in a moment he lay ſtill, 


„„ 
And then-funk down by Rur n her fide, 
Who preſently got up to ride : 
Kick how he-could ſhe ſtill held faſt; 
And got the victory at laſt ;- 
Yet Rur n declar'd, that never man 
Was like her charming African ; 
And begg'd he wou'd come back next day, 
For ſhe had ſomething more to ſay. 


In theſe diverſions honeſt Ru rn 
Employ'd her perſon and her youth, 
While Ro ix ply'd his gray gooſe wing, 
And never dream'd of ſuch a thing. 
But Rur continu'd at this ſport, 

Until her petticoats grew ſhort.. 

This gave great joy to filly Ros1x, 
Who thought that by his weekly jobbing, 
He in his wife had rais'd this tumour, 
Which put him in a merry humour. 


But, when a tawny boy crept out, 
The witleſs fool began to doubt, 
= And, 
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0 And, all enrag'd, he ſald to Rur n, Tt was 1 
| Thou Delilah, confeſs the truth ; That £ 
Come, all thy wicked dealings tell, | Pox rot 
| Make haſte, thou curſed JezEBEL, | Who d 
0 Ru rn, ſmiling on him, ſaie, My dear, Thi 
il Why do I fuch harſh language hear? He kil 

My virtue is well known to you, 

I ever have been chaſte and true, 

And hop'd that this my little boy, 


That gave me grief, wou'd give you joy. 


Yes, fo it wou'd, faid he, in wrath, 
But, impudence, I have not faith _ 
To think, when you and I are fair, 
That we ſhou'd have a tawny heir. 


Rur rais'd her voice, and ſaid, You fot, 
Lou drunken beaſt, have you forgot, 
Nine months ago o'ercome with drink, 
You fpilt, at leaſt, a quart of ink 
Full on your breaſt, it ſtain'd your in? 
But you was on a merry pin, | 
And laid me down, tien thruſt it in; , 


* 
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It was the ink that came from you, 
That gave my babe that duſky hue 2 
Pox rot you, for a naſty brute, 

Who did your milk-white wife pollute. 


This anſwer gave him joy and life, 
He kifs'd the boy, and hugg'd his wife. 


TALE 
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EN, who are ſet on doing evil, 


- Have no regard to God or devil, The! 
But impiouſly purſue their courſe, Said 
Without reflection or remorſe ; Linc 
And, to- accompliſh their intent, I ho 
Ten thouſand wicked tricks invent, Wh 
And make the cheating maids and wives _ I fe 
The joy and bus neſi of their lives: | But 
For, when they have a wife betray d, Be 
Or ſtole the honour from a maid, A 
* Br 


They 


„„ 
They pride themſelves in what they ve done, 
And boaſt the conqueſt they have won. 


To prove the truth of what I've ſaid, 
Not long ago a handſome maid, 
Bred in the country, innocent, 

To London to a ſiſter went, 

A virtuous woman and diſcreet, 

Who lodgings let in Suffolk-ſtreet. 


O'erjoy'd ſhe was to ſee her ſiſter, 
And, running to her, kindly kiſe'd her ; 
Then, ſoon as they had ſet them down, ). 
Said gravely to her, Nanny BROWN, | 

Since I have brought you up to town, 

I hope you will be rul'd by me, : 
Who always have been fond of thee: 
I ſee, dear child, you're very fair, 
But of thy beauty have a care; 
Believe me, in this wicked place, 7 
A handſome ſhape, a lovely face, | 
Brings many woman to diſgrace : 

E 5 Beware 
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Beware, dear Nanny, what you do, 
And let the men in vain purſue. 


Nanny a country court'ſey dropp'd, 
And, bluſhing, anfwer'd. that ſhe hop'd 


To be obſerving of her duty, 


But ſhe was ſure ſhe had no beauty. 


She ſaid, The beauties all are fair; 
Have light blue eyes, and flaxen hair ; 
But mine is like the down of crows, 
And eyes are black as any ſloes, 


No man will think me worth his while. 


Her ſiſter anſwer'd, with a ſmile, 
. Truſt not to that, but have a care, 


Tho! you are black, they'll think you fair; 
Never believe a word they ay, 

For all they mean is to betray. 

The men are all in morals looſe, 

And I've a lodger in the houſe, 


Who, tho' he ſeems exceeding young, 


Has cunning, and a flatt'ring tongue; 
And, 
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And, tho' I'm ſomething paſt my prime, 
Has try'd my virtue many a time: 
And, Nanny, to confeſs the truth, 
He is a moſt bewitching youth. 
But I have all his wiles defy'd, 
And to this hour his ſuit deny'd ; 
Yet I as freely own, I doubt 
If I can hold much longer out : 
But I'll call pride to my aſſiſtance, 
And, if I con, till make reſiſtance. 


Yet, deareſt NanNy, ſhould I grant 
Thoſe favours that he ſeems to want, 
And yield him all, I am ſecure, | 
I cannot any harm endure ; 

For I an honeſt huſband have, 

And marriage will my honour fave ; 
Nay, tho' my ſpouſe ſhou'd be beguil'd, 
He never will ſuſpect the child. 

On th' other hand, my dear, if you, 
A thing like what I ſpeak of do, 
| = 'Twou'd 


Twou'd be your ruin and diſgrace, 
Nor cou'd you e'er hold up your face; 


Or make your. virgin-paſſage wide, 

Till you in church be made a bride ; 
Dear Nanny Brown, if you have ſenſe, 
Till then preſerve your innocence : 

For, if your maidenhead you touch, 

The nature of the thing is ſuch, 

*T will flip away, and you in vain 
Shall wiſh to have it back again, 

And, if your belly chance to grow, 

As what may happen none can know, 
Then all the the men will from you run, 
And you, my dear, will be undone. 

But, above all things, ſee that you 
With my young lodger nathing do ; 
Speak not to him, for he has ſenſe, 

And will corrupt your innocence : 

But I, your ruin to prevent, 

Will rather to his wiſh conſent, 


If you ſhou'd lay your legs aſide, 


Since 


Int 
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Since it no harm can do to me, 
But it wou'd ſurely ruin thee. 
My huſband is gone down to Tork, 
And I'm depriv'd of nightly work ; 
Since then my ſpouſe is out of ſight, 
I think I'Il do't this very night. 


Poor ſimple NA xx v, for her part, 
Return'd her thanks with all her heart, 
And faid, I'll carefully obey 
All your commands by night and day; 
Nay, I ſo cloſe my legs will keep, 
That, whether waking or aſleep, 

It ſhall not be an eaſy matter - 
For the moſt rampant fornicator, 

Tho? he ſhou'd lip within my bed, 
To rob me of my maidenhead. 2 


As thus theſe prudent ſiſters talk'd, 
Into the room the lodger walk'd ; 
And Nax x, who had got her cue, 
A court'ſey made, and then withdrew. © 
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The ſpark, who had not ſeen her face, 
Was glad that ſhe had left the place; 


And fitting down juſt by her ſiſter, 
Firſt felt her breaſt, then warmly kiſs'd her. 


| Good miſtreſs Jonts, that was her name, 
Told him, it was a burning ſhame, 

Still to be kiſſing, at that rate, 

A woman he thought out of date. 


What ! out of date! with great ſurpriſe 
The lover ſaid: By theſe dear eyes, 
By all that's holy, all that's dear, 
To me you handſomer appear 
Than any maid in bloom of youth; 
Believe me, fair one, this is truth. 
Again he hugg'd, again he kiſs'd, 
Till ſhe, unable to reſiſt, 
As the young rake did oft avouch, 


Fell backwards on a velvet couch ; 


On whick' they did ſolace a while, 


And in ſweet love the time beguile ; 
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Nay more, to ſhew his love ſincere, 
From thence adjourn'd to elbow-chair. 
The yielding dame, brimful of joy, 
With rapture kiſs'd the amorous boy, 
And begg'd, when all were faſt aſleep, 
He'd ſoftly to her chamber creep, 
Where he might paſs the happy night, 
Within her arms, in ſoft delight ; 
For tho' ſhe had oppos'd his will, 
She now would let him take his fill, 


The kindly ſummons he obey'd, 
And in her room till morning ſtay'd, 
Where he ſo oft embrac'd the fair, 
That her fond heart was void of care; 
Nor fear'd ſhe that her ſiſter's charms 
Could. draw her lover from her arms. 
Alas! faid ſhe, what fool was I, 
That did this charming youth deny? 
No man on earth can give the joy 
I've met with from this beardleſs boy. | 

| Tho? 
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Tho? I have known my ſpouſe in trim, 


He's but a jeſt compar'd to him; 
Happy, thrice happy ſhall I be 

If he continues true to me: 

And ſure I need not doubt the youth, 
He is all love, he is all truth, 

He is all goodneſs; and I ſee 


That he will light the world for me: 


I know he's raviſh*d with my charms, 
And I'll fo fold him in my arms, 
That while with.me he nightly lyes, 
I'll make. him uſeleſs ere he riſe ; 
Thus I'll ſecure the lovely elf, 
And keep him wholly to myſelf... 


But miſtreſs Jones miſtook in this, 
And made the boy fo often kiſs, 
That he was ſurfeited with bliſs. 


Tis certain there is not in nature 
Such an unconſtant, fickle creature 
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As man, who cannot be at reſt 
When love once gets within his breaſt ; 
But when he has the fair enjoy'd, 
The faithleſs monſter ſoon. is cloy d. 


Our ſpark had now ſeen Nanny Brown, 
And, tho? clad in her country-gown, 
And that his ſkin ſtuck to his bones 
Thro' his fatigues with miſtreſs. Jox Es, 
Yet ſeeing ſuch a beauteous figure 
Reſtor'd him to his wonted vigour. 


But yet he durſt not own his flame, 
Leſt it ſhould vex the elder dame, 
With whom he till paſt ev'ry night, 
To her great comfort and delight, 
Till her fond heart was wholly free 
From any kind of jealouſy ; 


For he to NanNy never ſpoke, 

But only by the way of joke, 

As long as miſtreſs Joxzs was by, 
And ſhe, poor fool, ſtill anſwer' d, Fy. 


But 
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But when her ſiſter's back was turn d, 


He told the idiot how he burn'd, 


How for her love he ſuffer'd pain, 


But all his ſpeeches were in vain ; 
She did not underſtand his language, 


Beſides, ſhe thought it would be ſin, 


Did ſhe her ſiſter's lover win, 


Since *twas to ſave her maiden-head 
She took the lodger to her bed. 
For I muſt give the maid her due,. 
Young Nanxy was a virgin true, 
And neither love nor loving knew ; 


But, mindful of the ſage advice 
Her ſiſter gave, was always nice, 


And always ſeem'd to be afraid 

To hear a word the lodger faid ;. 
Who finding all he faid was vain, 
That wit and love could nothing pain, 
He ſoon bethought him of a way 


That would the thoughtleſs fool betray : 
0 No 


Nor knew ſhe what he meant by anguiſh ; 


1 
No more he talk'd of flames and darts 
Of piercing eyes and wounded hearts, 
But did at greater diſtance keep, 
Till he had lull'd her fears aſleep. 


The rake at laſt found out a time 
Was fit to execute his crime; 


Wen maſter JoxEs from York returnd, 


Whoſe coming faithful madam mourn'd, | 


For in her bed he nightly lay, 
And ſcarcely left her in the day. 


The lodger now reſolv'd to try 
This happy opportunity; 
And fitting one day by the maid. 
He gravely thus to Nanny faid : 
My charming creature, I declare 
I never ſaw a maid fo fair 
As what you was; but I have ffll, 
And ſee that you are growing ill ; 
Your eyes, that you might juſtly boaſt, 
Have now much of their luſtre loſt ; 


The 


V 
The roſe and lilies on your cheek. 
Are faded much within this week. 


Alas! aid NANNY, what's the matter 
In all my life I ne'er was better. 
You may, ſaid he, think what you pleaſe,. 
But that's a ſign of your diſeaſe; 
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You'll ſoon find out your fad miſtake, 
When ey'ry limb begins to ake: 


Wou'd heaven theſe eggs had been all addle,. 
With which your fiſter mix'd your caudle, 
For now the ſad effects are ſeen. 
What do you by a caudle mean? 
Poor Nax xx cries, in dreadful fright ; 
J ſtill took caudle ev'ry night, 
And never thought it did me harm, 
For it was always ſweet and warm.. 


Tis true, ſaid he, but yet the dregs 
Have fill'd your belly full of eggs; 
And, - dcareſt Nax xv, I'm in fear 
A brood of chickens ſoon appear. 
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I know, my dear, twill be your caſe. 
On this the tears run down her face. 
Dear Sir, ſhe cry'd, opprefs'd with grief, 
Am I then loſt paſt all relief ? 
O how the ſhame my ſorrow quickens ? 
Muſt I a mother be to chickens? 
I ſee you are a ſkilful man, 
For heav'ns ſake help me if you can. 
Is there no cure? Yes, yes, ſaid he, 
If you will come this night to me, 
I'll do my beſt, I do aſſure you, 
To fave your honour, and to cure you : 
Mean time, if you deſire to know 
If I have told you truth or no, 
Put in your finger twixt your legs, 
And try if you can reach the eggs, 


His wicked orders ſhe obey'd, 
And to the place her hand convey'd ; 
Then faid, altho* my finger's ſmall, 
Yet I can make no way at all, 
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The paſſage is fo very ſtrait. 
My dear, faid he, till midnight wait ; 
If then you'll to my chamber creep, 
III break three eggs before I ſleep ; 
The reſt I'll in the morning break, 
But ſee, my dear, you do not ſpeak 
A ſingle word of what I've ſaid. 

Truſt me for that reply'd the maid. 


Night came, the people were aſleep, 
When Na xx from her bed did creep, 
And to her longing lover went, 

Who waking lay in great content, 
Delighted with this new amour; 
And when he heard her at the door, 
He let her in, and ſaid, my dear, 

| You now may lay aſide your fear, 
This night you ſhall be well again; 
But ſhould I put you to ſome pain, 


I hope, my dear, you won't complain; 


The operation is but eaſy, 
And I am hopeful it will pleaſe ye: 
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But you muſt firſt yourſelf undreſs, 
Since very much of the ſucceſs 
Depends upon your nakedneſs. 
Your cloaths would ſtill be in my way, 
And might the happy cure delay ; 
And, that I may do all things right, 


While you unpin I'll ſtrike a licht. 


Poor innocence in all obey'd, 

While he her naked charms ſurvey d; 
But, overpow'r'd with ſtrong delight, 
He could not long ſupport the ſight, 
But laid her down, divorc'd her legs, 
And ruſh'd at once amongſt the eggs; 


While Nan, who knew not what he did, 


Her head below his boſom hid. 
Of ſuch a thing ſhe ne'er had dream'd, 


— 


And whimp'ring aſk'd him what he mean d; 


But he a young and active blade, 
Amongſt the eggs ſuch havock made, 
That Nanny, raviſh'd with the joy, 


Hugg'd to her breaſt the charming boy. 


TY 
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Then looking up ſhe faintly ſpoke, The bre 
T find one mighty egg is broke, To view 
But there are many more behind; And ga 


I hope, dear Sir, you'll be ſo kind 
As break them all; for, tho' the pain 
Was very great, I'll bear't again, 
Tho you ſhould uſe a larger peg 
Than that with which you broke this egg. 


He kifs'd the little innocent, 
And ſmiling begg' d ſhe'd be content 
With what he had, for he was ſure, 
Without more help, to work her cure. 


To ſhew the truth of what he ſpoke, 
Another egg he quickly broke, 
Which rais'd her joy to fuch a height, 
That, quite tranſported with delight, 
Her boſom heav'd, her eye-balls roll, 
And raptures ſeiz d her panting ſoul. 


But 
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But ſhort and fleeting is our pleaſure; 
The breathleſs youth was now at leiſure 
To view the nymph he had betray'd, 
And gaze upon the ruin'd maid. 


And ſure there never was a creature 
So nicely form'd in ſhape and feature: 
Her eyes were black and ſparkling too, 
Her cheeks the roſe and lily's hue, 

Her noſe was ſtraight, and juſt its height, 
Her lips than coral far more bright ; 
Her breaſt two little hills of ſnow, 

In which two rubies warmly glow ; 
Tho' one might ſpan her ſlender waſte, 
Her thighs could ſcarcely be embrac'd ; 
Her taper legs by far excell'd 

All that was ever yet beheld ; 

Nor could the ſtatues of old Greece 
Shew ſuch a fair and finiſh'd piece. 


This charming fight inſpired the boy 
With love and longing after joy, 
Vol. 1. F While 
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While little Nax xv play'd her part, 


And gave him thanks with all her heart: 


And, fondly kiſſing, ſaid, My dear, 
Should any ſign of eggs appear, 5 
Will you, to free me from my grief, 
Afford poor NA xxx ſuch relief? 


He ſwore he would. She ſwiftly roſe, 


And in a hurry pin'd her cloaths: 
But, ſtealing gently to her bed, 
Her ſiſter knew poor Nax x v's tread ; 
This brought ſtrange fancies in her head, 
For guilty minds are never free 
From fears, and doubts, and jealouſy. 


So, ſlyly ſlipping on her gown, 
Up ſtairs ſhe came to NaN NY BROWN: 
And, coming ſuddenly upon her, 


Where have you been, my dame of honour ? 
Said miſtreſs JIox Es; come, tell me ſiſter. 


Poor witleſs: NANNY: ran and kiß' d her. 


My dear, 
I think I 
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My dear, ſaid ſhe, ſince all is over, 
I think I may the truth diſcover. 
The caudles I have lately taken 
(Oh ! had the eggs been eat with bacon) 
Had fad effects; for, let me tell ye, 
They fill'd with eggs my virgin belly: 
Your lodger, bleſſings on his face, : 
Was he who firſt found out my caſe, 
And told me what a ſad diſgrace 
It would be, were it underſtood 
That I of chickens had a brood. 


This fill'd my tender heart with grief; 
But he, kind youth, brought quick relief; 
And faid, if I'd come to his room, 

He would reſtore me to my bloom. 


I went—he ſtripp'd me to the ſkin, 
He laid me down, thruſt ſomething in 
Juſt here, good ſiſter, twixt my legs, 
And in an inſtant cruſh'd the eggs. 


F 2 TALE 


TALE XIII. 
Miss and the Parsov. 


O day I with a lady fat, 

- Paſſing the time in harmleſs chat, 
The parſon and her daughter by, 

And none beſides but ſhe and I. 


The daughter was but juſt fifteen, 
A fprightly girl as &er was ſeen, 
Was finely ſhap'd, had ſparkling eyes, 
And her white breaſts began to riſe, 
By nature form'd for ſoft delight, 
While blooming looks to love invite. 
e With 
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With ſo much beauty, ſo much fire, 
She cou'd not fail to raiſe defire 
In youthful breaſts ; but, for my part, 
She did no damage to my heart, 
For mine was fix'd long time ago, 
And can no alteration know. 


By age and much experience taught, | 
I now can tell a woman's thought ; 
I ſaw that miſs was ill at eaſe, 
And too much warmth was her diſeaſe ; 
She yawn'd, and ſtretch'd, and cou'd not reſt, | 
While glowing cheeks her fire confeſs'd, . 
But yet with ſo much life ſhe ſpoke, 
That ev'ry ſentence was a joke. 


The parſon was a learned man, 
And an inſtructive ſpeech began 3 
To miſs he gave ſome grave advice, 
And rail'd at ev'ry kind of vice: 
Women, ſaid he, (I'm ſure I'm right) 
Shou'd ſtrive gainſt love with all their might, 
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To that wild paſſion women owe 
The many ſorrows that they know; 
When love gets into youthful veins, 


It breaks the heart or turns the brains, 


And virgias often are purſuing 
What gotten brings them certain ruin ; 
How many of them have we ſeen 
Undone before they were fifteen ? 


Pray ſtop a while, ſaid angry miſs; 
Good doctor, talk no more of this; 
More are undone by chalk and lime, 
Than by ſweet love, at any time; 
And fools, grown old, ſtill diſapprove 

Of, what they are not ſit for, love. 


Ah, miſs ! ſaid he, you are but young, 
And therefore ſhou'd reſtrain your tongue ; 


"Tis age and knowledge makes me talk.: 
Believe me, fair ane, eating chalk, 


Oatmeal, or plaiſter, candle-ends, 
Or any traſb that moſt offends 
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A healthy palate, yet is good, 
Compar'd to love, the worſt of food: 
It fills our virgins heads with humours, 
And ſwells their wombs with two-leg'd tumours. 


Good doctor, faid the lively laſs, 

| Your braying ſhews you are an aſs; 
Think you that I will loſe my bloom ? 
Or leading apes will be my doom ? 
Know, rev'rend Sir, I'm full fifteen, 
And never had the ſickneſs green, 

Nor ever ſhall while there are men, 

If one ſuſſice not, P11 have ten; 
Thinſt you I'll faſt when I can feaſt ? 
O times ! O manners I ſaid the prieſt : | 
I hope in heav'n you only jeſt. 


No, Sir, {aid ſhe, I tell the truth, 
I'm young, and will not loſe my youth : 
I gueſs what loving is, tho? I 
The act of love did never try: 


But, 
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But, to convince you that I ſhall, 

III ſhew you I have wherewithal. 
Then to the parſon ſhew'd a fight 
That made him loſe his temper quite. | 


Mamma her wanton daughter blam'd, 
And wonder'd ſhe was not aſham'd, 
Saying, It was a lilly pride 
To ſhew what nature meant to hide, 


„ Mamma, faid ſhe, what he did ſpy | 
Is full, I think, as old asI; 


And, if it thinks I've done a crime, 
May hide itſelf another time. 


TALE 


TALE XIV. 


The Pravztr-Book. 


IN Paris, when great LE Is reign'd 


A ſtory happen'd, or was feign'd, 
About a lady, who, with care, 
Did daily mind her ſoul's affair : 
From maſs to maſs ſhe reſtleſs went, 
And all her time devoutly ſpent ; 
At ev'ry ſhrine her pray'rs addreſs'd, 
And twice a week her ſins confeſs d. 
At veſpers ev'ry night appear d, 
And ſermons ev'ry Sunday heard; 

| F 5 | 


And. 


* 
* 
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And, like a true repenting ſinner, 


Brought always home the prieſt to dinner. 


Twas only out of zeal ; for ſhe 
From carnal thaughts was wholly free; 
And, mindful of her ſoul's ſalvation, 
She never felt one titillation : 

The prieſts each Sunday to her came, 
And ſtill were welcome to the dame. 


One day—a day above the reſt, 
When ſhe had all her ſins confeſs'd, 


She heard a preacher, who, with ſpirit, 


Did laugh at grace, but cry up merit ; 
And ſkid, a charitable deed 

All other virtues did exceed: 

That Chriſtians were as bad as Turks, 
Who did not deal in pious works. 

He did not mean to clothe the poor, 
Nor feed the hungry at the door : 
Heav'n might perhaps ſuch acts regard, 
And in the other world reward ; 


But 
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But who to church ſhall make donation + 


Need never doubt their fouls ſalvation; 
Nor vex their hearts with idle ſtuff; 
Believe in church, it is enough; 

For to the church ſuch pow'r is giv'n, 
That ſhe can carry you to heav'n ; 

Nay, were you all in purgatory, 

The church can ſend you ſoon to glory. 


Madam believ'd each word he ſaid, 
And, now no more of hell afraid, 
Soon as the ſweet diſcourſe was done, 
Away the to the friar run: 

Dear Sir, ſaid ſhe, I humbly pray 
That you wou'd dine with me to-day. 
The holy man was well content, 
While zealous madam homeward went, 
And ſpeedily prepar'd a feaſt, 
For her ſweet ſoul-comforting gueſt, 
Who, by ſome ailment in his feet, 

But ſlowly crawl'd along the ſtreet ; 


Yet, 
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Yet, when he to her threſhold came, 
Without reflecting that the dame 

Muſt from the window ſee what paſt, 
PulPd ſomething out, that far ſurpaſs'd 
What any layman cou'd produce, 
For largeneſs, length, and eke for uſe. 


Tho' madam thrice a wife had been, 
The like of this ſhe ne'er had ſeen; 
Yet thought a friar ſhou'd refrain, 
From touching what ſeem'd ſo profane ; 
And, tho? he only meant to piſs, 
She thought the prieſt had done amiſs : 
And to a neighbour ſhew'd the ſight, 
Who look'd upon it with delight ; 

For ſhe was lovely, young and gay, 
And dearly lov'd the am'rous play; 
Her ſpouſe was old, and wanted health, 
And all her joys ſhe took by ſtealth. 
He dealt in books, and many fold, 
And had his coffers cramm'd with gold; 


Within 


Said 
Sinc 
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Within his ſhop his time was paſt, 
And thought his wife exceeding chaſte ; 
But ſhe had ſomething elſe to mind, 
And was to many a lover kind. 


At laſt the prieſt put up his pipe, 
While zealous madam, weeping ripe, 
Begg'd him to waſh his hands, that he 
From all pollution might be free. 


Madam, I know not what you mean, 
Said he, I'm fure my hands are clean, 
Since I have nothing touch'd to-day, 
Except the book on which I pray. 


'Tis well, reply'd old FoL1o's wife, 
'Tis very well upon my life, 
I'd wiſh my ſpouſe leſs ſtore of pelf, 
Had he ſuch books on ev'ry ſhelf. 


TALE 


TALE XV. 
The Fray Bras r. 


A Batchelor of forty-nine, 


A foe to love, a friend to wine, 
Had led an honeſt ſoaking life, 
Without the burden of a wife; 
But, as he found his age come on, 
He likewiſe found his money gone ; 
No buſineſs he underſtood, 
And, wanting drink, and wanting food, 
To an old widow full of pelf 
He prudently addreſs d himſelf, 

Widow, 
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Widow, ſaid he, I'm come to woo, 
| Yet know not what to ſay or do; 
I'm forty years, nay, ſomething more, 
But never was in love before: 
Yet I have try'd the wanton game, 
And think that I can pleaſe a dame : 
My limbs are brawny, noſe is long, 
My ſhoulders broad, my back is ſtrong ; 
And I have ever liv'd in health ; 
Thus I have told you all my wealth : 
To cheat a widow I'd be loth, 
But you've enough to ſerve us both. 


At this diſcourſe ſhe was amaz'd, 
And at the ſpark with wonder gaz d; 
For, tho advanc'd in years, the dame 
Was a great lover of the game, 
Yet had ſhe never gone aſtray, 
But lov'd it in a lawful way, 
And her laſt huſband often told, 
She brib'd him to it with her gold : 
Vet, 


E 
Let ſhe was ſuch a hypocrite, 
As ſtill to rail at the delight, 
And call him filthy beaſt when ſhe 
Was happy to the laſt degree. 


But in his. grave he now was laid, 
And ſhe, poor woman, was afraid, 
Since youth was gone, ſhe would no more 
Enjoy the bliſs as heretofore : 
But when the batchelor told his tale, 
Her wrinkled cheeks grew red and pale, 
Her heart within her boſom burn d, 
And all her former luſt return'd ; 
A trembling ſeiz'd on every limb, 
And faultering thus ſhe ſpoke to him : 


Kind Sir, if you the truth have told, 
You're wclcome to me and my gold; 
I ſhall be yours this very day, 
Let's go to church, I hate delay. 
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The jolly lover was content, 
And hand in hand away they went : 
The honeſt parſon ty'd them-faſt, 
And long'd-for night arriv'd at laſt : 
Two candles near the bed were plac'd, 
That from the room the darkneſs chac'd; 
The doating bride beliey'd the light 
Would raiſe their joy to greater height, 
And fondly thought it was her charms, 
That made him court her to his arms, 
Altho' the man had fairly told, 
His love was moſtly to. her gold. 


To bed they went, the luſtful bride 
No longer could her wiſhes hide, 
But whiſper'd ſoftly in his ear, 
Begin the ſport, begin, my dear ; 
I'm ready for you, pray make haſte, 
Then claſp'd him kindly round the waſte ; 
And looking down beheld a fight, 
That fill'd her heart with great delight : 


On 
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On that old goody backwards fell, He did i 
What happen'd next I cannot tell ; *Tis true 


But ſhe declar'd, upon her life, 

Tho' ſhe had been four times a wife, 
Such real joys ſhe ne'er had felt, 

Nor had with ſuch a huſband dealt. 
She kiſs'd his boſom, lips and eyes, 
And view'd his members with ſurpriſe, 
While he, to ſhew he was a man, 
The wanton play again began; 
She call'd him wicked luſtful beaſt, 
Yet preſt him cloſcly to her breaſt. 


The | 
A very, 


He thought that this might well ſuffice, 
And ne'er deſign'd to do it thrice ; 
But, lying tamely by her ſide, 
He ſmiling ſaid, Pray tell me, bride, 
Was your laſt ſpouſe a man of might ? 
Could he perform thus twice a-night, 
As I have done? Alas! ſhe cry'd, 
That huſband would not be deny'd, 


He 
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He did it nine times at the leaſt ; | 
'Tis true he was a filthy beaſt. 


The bridegroom ſaid , and gave a nod, 
A very filthy beaſt, by G—d 


TALE 
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TALE XVI. 
The APOCRYPHA, 


& 2 I'S very odd to ſee how zeal 

O'er ſenſe and reaſon doth prevail, 
And makes its votaries commit 
A thouſand actions are unfit, 
And, following that hair-brained guide, 
Virtue. and morals. lay aſide. 


To prove the truth of v hat I've ſaid, 
I'll give an inftance of a maid, 


Who liv'd in Glaſgow at the time 


When conventicling was a crime 
Severely 
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Severely puniſh'd 'by the law, 
Which made moſt people ſtand in awe: 
But JaNET trudg'd from hill to hill, 
And thought ſhe ne'er could get her fill; 
In froſts and ſnows, in winds and rains, 
Would fix hours hear their raving ſtrains ; 
And ſuch ker zeal, that ſhe did call 
The legal clergy prieſts of Baar : 
Biſhops were an abomination, 
Whoſe pride, ſhe ſaid, would fink the nation. 


An aunt, who heard of IANET's fame, 
'To ſee her niece to Glaſgow came : | 
JanET bewail'd the evil times, 

Broke covenants, and crying crimes, 

Then freely rail'd at church and ſtate, 
At whoring CHaRLEs and papiſt KA TE; 

Nor let the Duke of York alone, 

But call'd him imp of Babylon. 


The whining aunt was pleas'd to find 
Her niece ſo zealouſly inclin d; . 
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And, that ſhe might continue true, 
Gave her a bible bound in blue, 

And neatly gilt; on this they part. 
The preſent pleas'd her to the heart; 
She look'd upon it with delight, 
But ſoon ſhe ſaw a dreadful ſight, 
For, as ſhe turn'd it o'er with care, 
Behold th* ArockY HA was there: 
On this her joy was turn'd to rage, 
And ſhe tore out each guilty page. 


But zeal oft carries folks too far, 
And they may do, ere they're aware, 
What they may afterwards repent, 

As I ſhall ſhew you in th' event. 


Next Sunday morning, long ere day, 


Janet from Glaſgow took her way, 
To hear a preacher of renown 

For railing at the church and crown; 
The way was long, ſhe had no guide, 
But her lop'd' bible by her ſide ; 
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The place of meeting, well ſhe knew, 
Was at a hill above Renfrew. ' 


At. laſt ſhe reach'd the long'd for place, 
And heard the man brimful of grace; 
Witli ſo much energy he ſpoke, 

As would have rent a heart of oak: 

He had the ſcriptures at command, 

And faid- that God would judge the land 
By them, his dear and choſen people, 
Who ſhould' demoliſh: every ſteeple, 

Pull out their biſhops, tear their gowns, 
And bind their troopers and dragoons ; 

But peace and wealth to them would out 
Who ſtood firm to the covenant. 

Six hours in ſuch wild rants he paſt, 

But let his hearers go at laſt, 

Who left the hill with great content, 

And to their homes rejoicing went, 

While zealous IAN ET, for her part, 
Declar'd' the ſermon reach'd her heart. 
But 
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But, as thro* Crookſton wood ſhe came, With c 
An accident befel the dame : And di 
A handſome fellow, young and ſtrong, Their 
Who had in vain lov'd JAx ET long, His pu 
Lay faſt a - ſleep beneath an oak, Upon 
But Ja x ET ſoon his ſlumbers broke: The le 
She call'd his name; he rais'd his eyes, He co 
And look'd on JAN ET with ſurpriſe; But ry 
Then ſtarting up, cry'd out, My dear, Then 
I did not dream to ſec you here: While 
Will you fit down and reſt a while? | But d 
Then gaz'd upon her with a ſmile. And 1 


The pious JANET was content, 
But flyly to the thicket went. 
He kifs'd her hand, ſhe nothing ſaid, 
Then with her lovely boſom play'd : 
Upon her lips he ſeiz'd in haſte, 
And threw his arms around her waſte: 
He fear'd he might offend the dame ; | 
But ſhe, whoſe blood was all on flame, TI 
| With Her 
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With open lips receiv'd the kiſs, 
And did at once his fears diſmiſs. 
Their mouths were cloſe together glu'd, 
His purpoſe he with warmth purſu'd ; 
Upon the graſs he gently laid 
The lovely and conſenting maid : 
He could not ſtay to view her charms, 
But ruſh'd at once into her arms; 
Then laid her charming legs aſide, 
While JaxET had no power to chide ; 
But did in every thing comply, 
And ſcorn'd to give a ſingle cry. 


This rapture took their ſpeech away, 
And out of breath they filent lay, 
But, after a long burning kiſs, 
He mounted to renew the bliſs ; 
And, ſmiling, let his deareſt know, 
Her lovely buttocks lay too low. 


The fair one, liſting to his ſpeech, 
Her bible clap'd below her breech ; 
Vor. I. | 9 


And, 


1 22 1 
And, as ſhe heav d, ſhe bghing faid, 
Alas! I am a filly maid: 
A curſe upon the lucklefs day, 
I tore th' Apocrypha away, 
And threw it in the cruel fire, 
It would have rais'd my buttocks higher, 
And might have help'd me at a pinch; 
But now my zeal has loſt an inch. 


TALE 


TALE XVI. 


The Nun. 


From RAaBELAIS. 
y 


1 arguments it will require 
To prove, that, when a num and frier 

Are left together in a cell, 

They will do ſomething elſe than tell 

Their roſary. A man's a man; 

And tis not filly vows that can 

Subdue the heart of wild defire, 

Nor cool nor quench their luſtful fire. 

G 2 Of 
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Of fleſh and blood the nuns are form'd; 
And their ſoft hearts are quickly ſtorm'd ; 
Altho' ten thouſand oaths they ſwear, 
They can't the leaſt confinement bear ; 


And, tho' in curſed cloiſter pent, 
That may their wiſh'd eſcape prevent, 
Yet nature till will find a vent; 


And I am told ſome women can 


Do very near as much as man, 
And others have found out a ſport, 
To pleaſe them, of another ſort. 


Yet let them practiſe what they will, 
They of theſe bawbles quickly tire, 
If they can get a prieſt or frier. 


But what I ay will paſs for nought, 


To vouch the truth which I advance, 
Long, long ago.there was in France 


j 


A 
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A charming nun, who was beguil'd, 
Or, in plain Engliſh, was with child. 
The lady abbeſs, in deſpair, - 
Her garments rent and tore her hair, 
And, overpow'r'd with rage, did call 
The nuns together to the hall ; 
The guilty nun came with the reſt, 
And not the leaſt concern expreſs'd. 


To her the angry abbeſs ſpoke, 
You ſtrumpet, who our laws have broke, 
Tell me, as you would ſhun damnation, 
And as you hope your ſoul's ſalvation, 


Who got that child? She gravely ſaid, 


For aught I know I am a maid: 
For, madam, and at that ſhe ſmil'd, 
I'm ſure I never bore a child. 


That's not enough, the abbeſi cry'd, 


| Your guilt, you ſlut, can't be.deny'd ; . 
Your belly's like to burſt its ſkin, 


Come, tell me, whore, who thruſt it in. 
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The pregnant nun began to laugh, 
To ſee the abbeſs in a chaff, 
Then ſaid, Since you deſire to know 
To whom I this great belly owe, 
P11 honeſtly the truth declare, 
And all the ſteps of this affair. 
On Whitſun's eve, ſev'n months ago, 
The time I muſt exactly know, 
As on my bed I ſleepleſs lay, 
Young father Srirrĩuvur came that way, 
My door he open'd, ventur'd in; 
I juſt had ſtripp'd me. to the ſkin ; 
My nakedneſs I could not hide; 
Tbe frier laid his frock aſide ; 
Faith, madam, had you ſeen that ſight, 
It would have giv'n your heart delight, 
At leaſt, I'm ſure it gave to mine; 
You know his face and ſhapes are fine, 
1 ne'er had ſeen a naked man, 
And to admire him ſtraight began: 
I gaz'd upon his lovely ſhape, 
Nor did I let one charm eſcape ; 


But, 
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But, O! what raptures ſeiz d my heart 
When I beheld a certain part 
A fight I ne'er had ſeen before; 
With joy I view'd it o'er and o'er;. 
So long, ſo large, and fo ere, 
That in my foul it rais'd reſpect; 
I gueſs'd its uſe, and wiſh'd that he 
Would make the experiment on me, 
And as I wiſh'd the frier did, 
And the dear object wholly hid 
Where you may gueſs ; my heart doth melt 
To think upon the joy I felt. 


The abbeſs ſaid, You wicked jade, 
Why did not you cry out for aid ? 
Ah! madam, madam, faid the nun, 
The deed was in the dorture done, 
And ſure you know, as well as I, 
We dare not in the dorture cry. 


"Tis true, the fretting abbeſs faid, . 


But, when you found yourſelf betray'd, 
%%; 
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Why did you not by making ſigns, 
Diſcover all his lewd deſigns ? 


At this the merry nun laugh'd loud, 
And ſaid, I did all that I cou'd; 
I heav'd my buttocks to and fro, 
And that way did my danger ſhow : 
But twas in vain ; no friendly nun 
To help a ruin'd ſiſter run. 


Yet, ſaid the abbeſs, you're to blame; 
Why did you not declare your ſhame 
Soon as the wicked deed was done ? 

Alas ! reply'd the wanton nun, 
I was a young and filly maid, 


And fo of conſequence afraid 


The deed would ſend me down to hell; 
So, ere the frier left the cell, 
I all my fins to him confeſs d, 

Who kindly ſet my foul at reſt, 

And, for a penance, did impoſe 


I never ſhould the thing diſcloſe. 
TALE 


TALE XVIII. 
The Way to LEARN. 


| 1 * heard it ſaid in Lei'ſter-ſhire- 
There liv'd a young and ſimple ſquire, 
Who, led by cuſtom, took a wife 
To be the comfort of his life, 


The maid was young and wondrous fair, 
And had a moſt engaging air: 
The brainleſs ſquire believ'd that he 
Was happy to the laſt degree; 
All day he gaz'd upon her charms, 
And nightly lock'd her in his arms. 
G 5 Madam, 
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Madam, who wiſh'd for ſomething more, 
The ſheets for very anger tore. 
A week this joyleſs life ſhe led, 
And only ſhar'd her huſband's bed ; 
Till, quite o'ercome with diſcontent, 


She to the honeſt parſon went. 


Kind Sir, ſaid ſhe, oppreſs d with grief, 
I come to you to aſk relief; 
"Twas you, who, at my friends deſire, 
Did join me to this booby ſquire ; 
Eight days I've been his wife, and more, 
Yet I'm a virgin as before; 
No fort of joy with him I find, 
He doth not ſerve me after kind ; 5 
He either manhood wants, or ſkill, 
Since I am what I told you ſtill. 


Tis very hard, the parſon ſaid, 


That one fo fair ſhould be a maid, 


Yet have a huſband—on my life, 
If I had got you for a wife, 


That 
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That moment I had got to bed 

You ſhould have loſt your maidenhead ; - 
I had employ'd the precious time, 

And taught you joys that are ſublime : 
But, ſince it was not heav'n's decree, 
Pray ſend your idle ſpouſe to me, 

I ſhall inſtruct him in the art, 
And make him a& a huſband's part. 
Away ſhe run in great content, 
And to the prieſt her huſband ſent ; 
Where, being ſeated by the fire, 

The parſon ſaid, My worthy ſquire, 
To me you make a goodly figure, 
And ſeem to be a man of vigour ; 
How do you like a married life ? 
And which way do you uſe your wife? 
I hope the nuptial joys you've try'd. 
To this the {imple ſquire reply'd, 
Great are my joys, I muſt confeſs, 
No language can my joys expreſs ; 
All day I hug, all day I kiſs, 

And toy away my hours in bliſs ; 
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All night, within my arms ſhe lyes, 


I kiſs her boſom, lips and eyes; 


Like lambs or kids we ſportful play, 
And harmleſs paſs our time away, 


| The parſon ſhook his head at this, 


And faid, If you do nought but kiſs, 
Small entertainment ſhe will find ; 


Do you ne'er ſerve her after kind? 


The ſquire, at this, aſtoniſh'd ſat, 
And aſk'd him what he meant by that. 


The parſon at his dulneſs ſtar d, 
And bid him look into the yard. 
Behold, ſaid he, the turkey- cock, 
Who doth your want of knowledge mock; 
I beg you would his actions mind, 
He ſerves his female after kind: 
Should brutes more wiſdom have than you, 


And teach your worſhip what to do ? 


The 
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The ſquire beheld the cock with wonder, 
And ſaw him hold his female under : 
He thank'd the parſon for his care, 
And to his deareſt did repair. 
My life, ſaid he, I bluſh for ſname, 
And freely own I've been to blame; 
For, tho? I doted on your charms, 
And held you in my loving arms, 
In duty I have been behind, 
And never ſerv'd you after kind; 
From ignorance my error ſprung, 
You know I'm thoughtleſs, ſimple, young ; 
The parſon, bleſſings on his heart, 
Has ſhewn me how to play my part. 


This faid, he gave a kind embrace, 
And turn'd the fair one on her face, 
Her hair he in his teeth did ſeize, 
And bounc'd her buttocks with his knees ; 
All that he ſaw the turkey do 
Fe did, and made her black and blue. 


Th? 
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Th? offended wife cry'd out with pain, 
And begg'd he'd ſee the prieſt again; 
But leſt, my dear, that you ſhou'd make 
Another blunder or miſtake, 
I'll go with you : he was content, 
Aud to the parſon joyful went. 


He welcom'd them; the ſquire begun, 
And, laughing, told what he had done ; 
Like any turkey-cock I trod; 


But angry madam gave a nod, 


And faid, The wicked man ſays true, 
He trod my limbs both black and blue, 
And now you ſee my forrow mocks ; 
Pray what care I for turkey-cocks ? 
He's very dull, it ne'er will do, 

Unlefs he's better taught by you. 


The wanton parſon took the hint, 
And, ſmiling, ſaid, The devil's in't, 
Since my advice and precepts fail, 

If demonſtration don't prevail: 


Good 


Good ſq 
And, if 
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And ſer 


1 
Good ſquire, look well on what I do, 
And, if this method you purſue, 
You ſhall the joys of wedlock find, 
And ſerve my lady after kind. 


No more he ſaid, but gravely led 
The willing fair one to the bed, 
Upon her back he laid her down, 

Pull'd up her petticoat and gown, 
And ev'ry thing lay in his way, 
Then did begin the wanton play. 
While thus they did themſelves employ, 
TH” attentive ſquire look'd on with joy ; 
He did not ſhew the leaſt concern, 
But look'd with a deſign to learn ; 
Each motion he obſerv'd with care: 
But, when the parſon and the fair 
Entranc'd in height of rapture lay, 
He knew not what to do or ſay; 
He fear'd the happy pair were dead, 
At laſt ſhe faintly rais'd her head, 


1 
And ſaid, Sweet doctor, I intreat 
You wou' d again the joy repeat; 
Kind Sir, I tell you with concern, 
My huſband's dull and flow to learn, 
And what you've done will be in vain, 
Unleſs you ſhew it once again. 


TALE 


TALE XX. 


The DREA M. 


H man, that makes a juſt pretence 
To underſtanding and to ſenſe, 
Shou'd chuſe to live in care and ſtrife, 
And fell himſelf a ſlave for life, 
When ev'ry creature elſe, but he, 
Enjoys the ſweets of liberty, 
Is what I never cou'd pretend 
To underſtand or comprehend. 


The wiſer brutes, when they're inclin'd 
IT increaſe and multiply their kind, 


Indulge 


eo 
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Indulge in luſt, but, when ' tis o'er, 
Continue free as heretofore ;_ 

But only man, for love or pelf, 

In wedlock-fetters tyes himſelf. 


'Tis faid the ſtorłs and turtle-doves - 


Are ever faithful in their loves ; 
Yet I believe that. none, or few, 
Can vouch this ſtory to be true ; 
But, for avoiding all diſputes, 

I'll own the folly of ſome brutes, 


While there are thouſands on our ſide, . 


Who follow nature for their guide. 


We're told that when the world was new, 


Of human kind there were but two; 


+ Thoſe to each other were confin'd, 
They cou'd not change bad they inclin'd : - 


But, when the race of man increas'd, 
That cuſtom with its reaſon ceas'd 


To ſtack the world more wives fp took, 


And joylels copſtancy forſpok : 


— 


Nor 
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Nor did the faints this practice ſhun ; 
Heav'n's choſen DA vip, and his ſon, 
Of wives and whores had fo great ſtore, 
And fo much love to women bore, 
That, it is left us on record, 
For women they forſook the Lord. 


But now the world draws near its end, 
Such doings wou'd in kings offend ; 
One wife is all the law allows, 

And if he wearies of his ſpouſe, 

And in his boſom feels a flame, 

Rais'd by a fairer, brighter dame, 

Nay, tho' he's raviſh'd with her charms, 


And ſhe conſents to bleſs his arms, 

Yet, ſpite of all his pow'r and wealth, 

He muſt enjoy the fair by ſtealtn.. 
Nay, bribe her high——kings muſt do this, 


And give a province for a kik. | 


But why. a man, whoſe higheſt pay 
Doth not exceed a groat a day, 


Should 
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Should knowingly diſturb his. life, 
And take the burden of a wife, 

To ſwallow up the half he has, 
Doth very far my {kill ſurpaſs ; 

Yet ſuch the folly of mankind, 

That what'I ſay you'll often find 
ls certain truth, Upon a time, 

A luſty fellow, for the crime 

Of breaking orchards, ſtealing fruit, 
Was ſent away for a recruit. 

He ſcarce cou'd live upon his pay, 
Which was but four pence ev'ry day; 


Poor was his food, and weak his drink, 
But ſmall incitements, one wou'd think, 


To love or luſt ; yet thoughtleſs fot, 
He chofe to live on half a groat ; 
For to a ſtrum, one luckleſs day, 

He gave his heart and hand away, 
And tho? he little had to ſpare, 
He gave her twopence to her ſhare. . 


Tho' 
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Tho? wretched poor, it rais'd his pride 
To look upon his lovely bride ; | 
For truth, to give the ſlut her due, | 
LEAan was young and lovely too, 


But ſoon ſhe did ſome freedoms take, 
Made EDwardD's heart and forehead ake ; 


For in the camp ſhe often went, 


To ſee the captain in his tent. 


On this poor NR D held down his head, 
He thought eneugh, but nothing ſaid; 
With care and jealouſy oppreſs'd,” 

He loſt his ſtomach and his reſt; 

He watch'd her actions all the day, 
And in his arms ſhe nightly lay. 
Three men lay in the tent beſide 
Our ſoldier and his wanton bride; 
But he, to make the matter ſure, 
And LA R from all harm ſecure, 
And his own cuckoldom prevent, 
Made her ly inmoſt in the tent. 


Nev, 
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NED, with this caution pleas'd, began 


| To think himſelf a cunning man : 
But men, who take the greateſt care, 
| The fate of others often ſhare. 


Ye huſbands, be affur'd of this, 
Whene'er your wives incline to kiſs, 
They'll do't in ſpite of all your (kill, 
And cuckold you whene'er they will ; 
So when they mean to go aſtray, 

In God's name let them have their way. 
With LEA H this was juft the caſe ; 
Tho? lying nightly, face to face, 
Wich cautious EDpwarD, yet her ſpark 
Came ſlyly to her in the dark, 5 
And from the tent ſtole out a pin, 
Then ſlipp'd part of his body in, 
Attacking LEA R in the rear, 

Thg' in her arms ſhe held her dear. 


- Thus did ſhe paſs in joy the night, 
And gave the captain great delight; 


Her 
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Her happy ED waRp's heart was free 

From any kind of jealoufy; 

For LE AH grew ſedate and grave, 

And like a matron did behave, — 
Yet thus her nights in love employ'd, 

Nor was the loving captain cloy'd. | 


But they were once in mighty fear ; 
For as the lover left the rear, 
Quite ſatisfy'd with am'rous joys, 
The huſband wak'd, and heard the noiſe, 
And, turning to the other ſide, | 
Blind fortune did his fingers guide 
On what to LEI M gave delight, 
And cuckold made him ev'ry night. 
The captain quickly left the tent, 

And to his own in filence went. 


But EpwarD's heart began to ake, 
Till his chaſte Lean ſeem'd to wake, 
Who, to avoid domeſtic ſtrife, 

Thus artfully began: My life, | 
I've 


— — 
— 
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Te had a dream ſo very odd, 

| TI wiſh it may no miſchief bode; 

I dream'd a dog was in the tent, 
Who to my buttocks ſtraightway went, 
And lick'd about a certain part, 
The fright has wak'd me in a ſtart.; 
Did e' er you hear a dream fo odd ? 
It was, ſaid he, no dream, by Gd; 
For I proteſt to you, my dear, 
The ſaucy cur juſt now was here, 
For in my hand his tongue I got, 
And wou'd have tore it from his throat, 
For licking at the place he did, 
But that it through my fingers ſlid. 


TALE 


TALS UK. 
The StLr-Diny'p. 


* other day I heard a tale 
From Glaſgow, fam'd for rum and zeal, 
For fighing huſbands, praying wives, 
| For looks preciſe, and' cheating lives, 
| Of a young woman full of grace, 
The moſt admir'd of all the place, * 
Who twenty ſermons could tell o'er, 
Tho? preach'd above fix months before ; 
In week-day ſermons took delight, 
And ev'ning lectures ev'ry night, 
A Sbe 
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She always ſpoke in ſcripture phraſe, 
And trod in fanQtified ways, 
Till, tempted by her holy life, 
A merchant aſk'd her for his wife. 


Good friend, faid ſhe, I'm not to learn, 
That in a thing of ſuch concern, 
A woman cannot be too nice, 
But of the Lord ſhou'd aſk advice ; 
And, ifhe leaves me in the dark, 
I'll aſk his ſervant Mr. CLars. 


This anſwer fill'd the man with hope, 
Who went contented to his ſhop, 
While godly Maxy went to pray'r, 
And counſel aſk d in her affair. 
Then to her pious. paſtor walk'd, 
And*of the merchant's offer talk'd ; 
Where, after many to's and fro's, 


He anſwer' d ſagely thro? the noſe: 


Beloved Max v, babe of grace, 
I have confider'd on your caſc.; 
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The merchant leads a pious life, 
And well deſerves a godly wife, 
And I believe, upon the matter, 
That neither of you can do better: 
Heav'n bleſs you both, and may he be 
A comforter and help to thee. 


She went away in great content, 
And for the loving merchant ſent, 
Told him that Mr. CLARk approv'd, 
And all her ſcruples were remov'd. 
The marriage-day was fix'd on this, 
But Maxy till deny'd the kiſs, 


Three Sundays paſs d in proclamation, 
For all was manag'd with diſcretion : 
'Chey marry'd were, and at their feaſts 
The clergy were the only gueſts ; 

In place of mirth, and merry airs, 
Were exhortations, pſalms, and pray'rs- 
The bride, at laſt, away was led, 

The merchant follow'd her to bed. 


H 2 - 5. WARE 
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CrARK made a long and pithy pray'r, 
Spread out his hands, and bleſs'd the pair: 
Amen, cry'd out the wry-mouth'd crew, 
And, ſighing, from the room withdrew. 


The merchant, who was called jon x, 


With his dear Maxx left alone, 
Her mouth and lovely boſom kiſs d, 
Nor did the bride at all reſiſt; 

But when his hand he lower thruſt, 
Pray Jonx, ſaid ſhe, beware of luſt, 
And take your buſy hand away, 
Then liſten, Jo h N, to what I ſay. 


The Griptare ſays, and it ſays true, 


We ſhould all filthy thoughts ſubdue ; 


But what you drive at is no leſs 
Than chambering and wantonneſfs. 
King SoLomoxN the wiſe, the good, 
Tho' many things he underſtood, 
Has, in his book of Proverbs, ſaid, 
The way of a man with a maid 


r. 
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To him was a deep myſtery : | 
Would you be wiſer, Jonn, than be! j 
Let us live pure and undefil'd, 5 
Not by the world and fleſh beguil'd; ! 
Reſiſting luſt and each temptation, - | 


And thus work out our ſouls ſalvation : 
Dear Joan, if you'll be rul'd in this, 


I'll greet you with a holy kiſs. 


The bridegroom, with her lecture vext, 
Said, You have quite miſtook the text, 
Elſe tell me, Max, where's the ſenſe 
Of giving due benevolence ? | 
Then quoted twenty ſcriptures more : 
But ſhe continu'd as before, 
And, ſpite of all the bridegroom faid, 
Hop'd in the Lord to die a maid ; 
She would her body keep from fin, 
Nor let the leaſt deſilement. inn 
Tho' Jonn was young and full of vigour, 
And Maxx was a lovely figure, 
H z „ 
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He did not care to be at ſtrife, 
The very firſt night, with his wife ; 
And therefore let her reſt till day, 
Then made another vain eſſay, 
For godly Maxy would not grant 


To jonx the thing that Joan did want. 


This much diſpleas'd the honeſt man, 
Who dreſs d himſelf, and ſtraightway ran 
To Mr. Crarx, and told his caſe, 

How that his wife, miſtaking grace, 
The conjugal embrace deny'd, 

Altho' in holy wedlock ty'd: 

Then begg'd that he would let her know 
That ſhe did wrong ia doing fo. 


The holy man firſt ſigh'd, then aid, 
I'll commune with the erring maid, 
And hope by ſcripture proofs to make 
Sweet Maxx part with her miſtake ; 
But I muſt tell you, honeſt friend, 
Her modeity I much commend, 
Since, 
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Since, truſt me, Jonn, *tis very rare, 
To meet a woman, young and fair, 
That can, in ſpite of titillation, 
Reſiſt the lawful ſweet temptation : 
*Tis good to guard againſt the devil, 
And ſhun th' appearances of evil. 


This ſaid, conducted by her ſpouſe, 
Away he went to Mary's houſe, 
And, being left with her alone, 
He thus begun: Thy huſband Joux 
Has made a ſad complaint to me, 
That from his will you diſagree, 
And that your body you deny, 
When he the wedlock joys would try. 
Maxy, in this you ars-unjuſt, 
And what is lawful you call luſt: 
The Lord did marriage inſtitute 
Ere eating the forbidden fruit ; 
And Eve with Ap A did agree, 
Elſe where had been poſterity ? 


You've 
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You've heard how, in a marricd life, 
The huſband ſhould cleave to the wife: 
But how can Jon that law obey, 
When you are croſs, and anſwer nay ? 
Believe me, Mary, you are wrong, 


Tour body doth to Jo nx belong; 
And it is ſin if you refuſe 


What he by law is free to uſe. 

My godly wife, and all the wives 

In Glaſgow, who lead praying lives, 
Whene'er their huſbands think it fit, 
Moſt chearfully in this ſubmit. 

You now have chang'd your ſtate of life, 
Then be a kind complying wife, 


*T was thus the rev'rend man advis'd, . 
Nor was his good advice deſpis'd ; 
Sweet Max thauk'd him for his care, 
And begg'd that, they might join in pray'r, . 


For aſking counſel and direction, 


For conduct and divine protection. 
| 0 5 He 
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He pray'd, and then the virgin bride | 

Confeſi d that ſhe was edify d; 

That, by the help of grace and pray'r, 
She had got light in this affair; 
So, after Mr. CLARE was gone, 

And ſhe and ſpouſe were left alone, 

She warmly kiſs' d the loving man, 

And, ſmiling on him, thus began : 
Dear friend, I have been in the wrong, 
But will not ſo continue long; 

The holy man was in the right, 

T'll do what you defire at night; 

But if till then you're loath to ſtay, 
You only have the word to fay, | 
I know my duty's to obey. 

Your purpoſe you may now fullfil,. 

And uſe your handmaid as you will. 


The huſband's heart was full of joy, 
To find the bride no longer coy, 
Yet did not dally, like a fool, 
To give the fair one time to cool ; 
| Cut 
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But, with a thouſand kiſſes, led 


The ſilent Maxy to the bed, 


Where like a lamb ſhe paſſive lay, 
For ſhe knew nothing of the way ; 


But ſoon he did her legs divide, 


And in a moment made the bride 

Cry out, For God and heay'n's ſake, Jonx, 
O let—O let che thing alone 

Is this the conjugal delight ? 

O cruel Jo H- you kill me quite 

But, now *tis in— tis in—ſhe cry d, 

If God, by this, were glorify'd, 
If it be for your dear ſoul's gain, 
Tho? verily it gave me pain, | | 
Fd wiſh it ne'er come out aga'n. 


End of Volume firſt. 
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